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Foreword 


Peter Khoroche's new translation of the Jdtakamdld will be 
welcomed by scholars—and, indeed, by anyone who loves 
stories. The text deals ostensibly with the former lives of the 
Bodhisattva, but these lives are actually folktales that have 
been absorbed into the Buddhist canon, and some of the 
more ambiguous and ambivalent animals are often rather 
awkwardly assimilated to the flawless moral character of 
Gautama. This tension between the worldly (and often cyni- 
cal) ethics that gave birth to the ancient stories and the new 
Buddhist moral literature that became their foster parent is 
part of what makes these stories such fun to read. Starving 
tigresses who devour their starving whelps, fish stranded out 
of water, too-trusting apes—the Bodhisattva sometimes en- 
counters, sometimes becomes such animals; and the humans 
whom he meets and helps and sometimes converts to Bud- 
dhism are usually more bestial than the animals. 

The old Pali stories about these lives, the Jatakas, are nu- 
merous and rather rough-hewn. The Jātakamālā is a much 
later Sanskrit work that has selected thirty-four stories and 
transformed them into much more elaborate and polished 
works. It thus combines, as do few other works (such as the 
Kathdsaritsagara [the Ocean of Story], or the Buddhacarita 
of Asvaghosa), the simple joys of rough peasant fare and the 
more epicurean (often even gourmand) pleasures of the cui- 
sine of Sanskrit court poetry: 

This is also a work of considerable historical importance. 
It became a part of the Northern Buddhist school and was 
assimilated in interesting ways to and from Hinduism; later it 
was carried with Buddhism to other parts of Asia. Stories 
such as the tale of King Sibi's grotesque self-sacrifice became 
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paradigmatic for both Hindus and Buddhists. The Jataka- 
mālā is much cited and much used in studies of Indian story- 
telling, Buddhism, and world folklore. 

In 1895 Max Müller published, in his Sacred Books of the 
Buddhists series, a translation of this text by J. S. Speyer, and 
this translation has been reprinted and remained in general 
use. It is not a terrible translation, but there are numerous 
howlers in it, and, like most of the books in that series, it is 
so stilted and artificial as to be virtually unreadable for plea- 
sure; it is merely a research tool. The need for a new transla- 
tion has often been remarked. 

This is that new translation. Peter Khoroche is a Sanskrit- 
ist of impeccable training and credentials; his remarks in the 
Introduction, moreover, show what care he has taken not 
merely to correct Speyer's errors but, in fact, to establish an 
entirely new Sanskrit text with many important new read- 
ings. Yet Khoroche has not sacrificed elegance for accuracy. 
His text has captured the charm of the original; it flows and 
sparkles and is altogether a delight to read. It would be a 
waste of the reader's valuable time to allow this foreword to 
postpone any longer the pleasure of reading the work itself. 


Wendy Doniger 
Mircea Eliade Professor of the History of Religions 
The University of Chicago 


Preface 


This translation was initially prompted by aesthetic consid- 
erations: the pioneering effort of Speyer gave no inkling of 
S$üra's style and tone. However it soon became clear that any 
translation aiming at fidelity would have to be in some degree 
un-English, so great is the gulf between fourth-century India 
and twentieth-century England— between Sanskrit and En- 
glish. The impossibility of reproducing two essential charac- 
teristics of the original —the sound of the words and the con- 
stantly varying rhythm of the verse passages, for both of 
which Süra was famous—also dooms any translation of the 
Jatakamala to being no more than a pale shadow of the orig- 
inal. 

Every translation involves interpretation and, to a certain 
extent, the invention of a parallel mode. Translation is al- 
chemy, not algebra. But I have made no attempt to mitigate 
strangeness or to achieve greater smoothness and sophistica- 
tion by excision.! That would be treacherous to the author as 
well as patronizing to the reader. The intention has been to 
convey —to anyone who has an interest in the literature and 
civilization of ancient India and in the legend of the Buddha 
but who does not have a knowledge of Sanskrit—some idea 
of the feel of the original, as well as its content. 

In the course of making this translation, it was found nec- 
essary to reexamine the manuscripts on which Kern based 
his edition, and this led to a separate study of the manuscript 
evidence for the Jatakamala. Readers who turn back to the 
Sanskrit text should be warned that the translation, though 
based on Kerns edition, takes account of corrections made in 
the light of this fresh evidence. They should also be reassured 
that very few of the hundreds of corrections make any sub- 
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stantial difference to the way one translates. For details, and 
for all matters relating to the textual basis, they are referred 
to Khoroche (1987). 

The Introduction limits itself to recording how little is 
known of the author, and to describing the nature and pur- 
pose of his work. Discussion of its style, language, and com- 
position would be futile without detailed reference to the 
Sanskrit, and could easily fill another volume. That lies in the 
future, when a study has been made of the growth and devel- 
opment of the campü form (see Introduction, p. xvi)— 
something hardly more than adumbrated in the standard his- 
tories of Sanskrit literature, and for which the basic materials 
are only now beginning to be published. 

It is strange how such a masterpiece as the Jdtakamdld has 
received so little attention since its publication almost a cen- 
tury ago. Perhaps it is the victim of specialization: students of 
Buddhism are not necessarily concerned with the literary 
embellishment of material which they can find in its earlier, 
unadorned state in the Pali jatakas; students of Sanskrit lit- 
erature have tended to neglect the work of Buddhist au- 
thors—a contribution of crucial importance historically, 
quite apart from its intrinsic interest. 


I would like to record my gratitude to the late John 
Brough, who first introduced me to Śūra twenty years ago 
and who later suggested that $üra's work should be made 
better known through translation. I am also most grateful to 
Margaret Cone for penetrating criticism, tactful suggestions, 
and sustained encouragement. | 





Introduction 


The Author 


We know next to nothing about Arya $üra. The Jatakamdla 
supplies no direct biographical information, and so we have 
to fall back on tantalizingly vague (and unverifiable) refer- 
ences to him in works written many centuries after his (prob- 
able) date. The sole surviving Sanskrit commentary, Jdtaka- 
málaátiká, probably to be assigned to the fourteenth century 
A.D., claims that Sara was the son of a king in the Deccan, 
that he renounced the throne to become a Buddhist monk 
(hence the honorific árya ‘noble, reverend’),? and wrote the 
Jātakamālā with a stylus (kantaka)—or, quite literally, with 
a thorn—on tamála leaves, while wandering from place to 
place. A Śūra is also claimed by the Ceylonese: the Nikdya- 
sangrahava, a history of the samgha in Ceylon, written circa 
1400, gives a list of scholars who lived in Ceylon from the 
time of King Mahanama (fifth century A.D.) onward. The 
names seem to be in chronological order, and Sürapada is the 
first in the list of laymen.? 

Taranatha, writing his History of Buddhism in India in 
1608,* states that Matrceta, alias A$vaghosa, alias Stra 
(among others) offered his body to a starving tigress and 
wrote a prayer in seventy verses with his own blood before 
expiring—a clear case of life imitating art (see “The Tigress,” 
the first story in this book). Taranatha also records that Mā- 
trceta/Süra had intended to write one hundred jatakas (ten 
to illustrate each of the supreme virtues (pdramitd) culti- 
vated by the Bodhisattva, the Buddha-to-be) but lived to com- 
plete only thirty-four. This legend, also to be found in Virya- 
simha's commentary Jatakamaálapanjika (preserved in 
Tibetan) and in Mongolian sources, does not survive scru- 
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tiny. Whereas jatakas 1-10 can be said to illustrate the first of 
the supreme virtues, viz., generosity (dana), jatakas 11-20 
the second, viz., morality (sila), and jatakas 21-30 the third, 
viz., forbearance (ksdnti), the scheme breaks down at jatakas 
31-34, which cannot be taken as illustrations of the fourth 
paramitd, viz., exertion (virya).? More probably the work is 
designed on a subtler pattern, and there is every reason to 
believe that it is complete as it stands. Taranatha’s legend of 
the intended one hundred jatakas may perhaps have arisen 
from the practice of dividing Buddhist works into dec-ads 
(daSati), e.g., the Avadanasataka into ten and Kumaralata's 
Kalpanamanditikà into nine. But even in works not di-visible 
exactly into tens, one finds a list of contents (udddna) at the 
end of each decad.° This is the case with the Jdtakamald rnan- 
uscripts, where a versified list of the preceding jatakas occurs 
at the end of the tenth, twentieth, and thirtieth. So nothing 
can be deduced about the intended length of the Jatakamala 
from these divisions into ten. Equally, Taranatha's identifica- 
tion of $üra with Asvaghosa cannot be taken seriously by 
anyone familiar with their works. Nor is there any compelling 
reason for identifying Sira with Mātrceta.” The linking of 
these names might at most suggest that the authors were 
thought to have lived at about the same time or in succession 
to each other. 

Even Śūra’s date remains uncertain. Kern, on a subjective 
assessment of his style, was inclined to place him surpris- 
ingly late, somewhere between A.D. 550 and a.D. 650. Lüders 
(1902)° established that the Ksantivadijataka depicted in cave 
2 at Ajanta had verses (4, 15, 19, and 56) from the Jdtaka- 
mālā inscribed below it, as did also the depiction of the 
Maitribalajataka (verse 44). He dated the script of these 
quotations—incidentally the earliest evidence for the Jataka- 
mdla—to the sixth century A.D., thereby giving a terminus ad 
quem. (They belong rather to the second half of the fifth cen- 
tury A.D.) Another argument for the date of the Jatakamala 
has been based on the year a.D. 434, when the Fen-pieh-yeh- 
pao-lüeh-ching (= *Karmaphalasamksiptanirdesasütra [A 


brief treatise on the fruits of action]) is supposed to have 
been translated into Chinese. This work is actually attributed 
to Ta-yung (= *Mahasira), not to Aryasüra (= Sheng-yung), 
and is only another version of the Fen-pieh-shan-o-so-ch'i- 
ching, which is said to have been translated into Chinese by 
An She-kao (A.D. 148-170). Besides, the attribution by the 
Chinese bibliographer Seng-yeou of the Fen-pieh-yeh-pao- 
lüeh-ching to *Maha$süra only dates from a.D. 597 and is sus- 
pectes 

I-Tsing, writing toward the end of the seventh century A.D. 
describes a work called Chó-tó-k'ie-mo-lo (Jatakamala) and 
praises it, but without giving its author's name.'! Since 
jatakamálà had by then become a generic term (see below, p. 
xvi), I-Tsing may not necessarily have been referring to $üra's 
work. 

Haribhatta, in the introduction to his Jatakamdld, refers to 
Acarya Sura’s Jātakamālā as his model (his collection also 
consisted of thirty-four stories). Since there is evidence to 
suggest that Haribhatta flourished in the early decades of the 
fifth century A.D., this would place $üra in the fourth century 
A.D., if not earlier." It is impossible at present to be more 
precise. 


In the Tibetan Tripitaka five works, apart from the Jataka- 
mālā, are attributed to Süra:? 


1. Bodhisattvajatakadharmagandi (= Peking Tibetan Tri- 
pitaka [PIT] no. 5657)—a short poem of thirty-five 
verses, serving as a table of contents to the Jatakamala; 

2. Supathadesandparikatha ( — PTT no. 5675)—a sermon; 

3. Prátimoksasütrapaddhati (=PTT no. 5605)—a com- 
mentary on the vinaya of the Sarvastivadins; 

4. Subhasitaratnakarandakahatha (=PTT nos. 5424 and 
5668—twice translated) —a composite work compiled in 
the tenth century A.D. (see Hahn 1982); 

5. Páramitásamása (=PTT no. 5340)—a product of the 
later Mahayana (seventh/eighth centuries A.D.?) treating 
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the six páramitás in 363 verses and translated into Ti- 
betan in the late eighth century A.D. (see Meadows 1986). 
Numbers 1—3 are no longer extant in Sanskrit, and none 
of the five works shed any light on Sūra. 


The Work 


The Jatakamálà (Garland [mālā] of stories-about-the- 
(previous)-births/incarnations [ jataka] [of the Buddha] ) has 
the alternative title Bodhisattvavaddnamald (Garland [mala] 
of noble deeds [avaddna] [performed by] the Buddha-to-be 
[bodhisattva]). It was a work that enjoyed near-canonical 
status among the Northern Buddhists. 

Jatakas are, in many cases, adaptations of popular tales 
that are used to teach Buddhist morals. Elements of the ani- 
mal fable can also be found in them (sometimes incon- 
gruously): the ethical and moral superiority of animals over 
men is a typical theme. There are over five hundred jatakas 
preserved in Pali, the language of the Southern Buddhists, 
and some, if not all, of these were already in existence in the 
third/second centuries B.c., on the evidence of the inscrip- 
tions accompanying the carvings that depict jataka stories at 
Bharhut and Sanci.'* The prose in the Pali versions is simple 
and unadorned, and the verses which form the older core, 
though often obscure, have no pretension to artistry. By con- 
trast, Siira’s treatment of the jataka themes shows a conscious 
concern for style. As he says in his prologue, “may these edi- 
fying tales give greater enjoyment than ever before” (verse 2). 
One may compare A$vaghosa's words at the end of Saunda- 
rananda: "I have treated other subjects in my poem besides 
salvation, because that is the way of poetry (kdvya)—one 
adds honey to bitter medicine to make it palatable” (18.63). 
The title of Kumaralata’s work, Kalpanadmanditikd (sc., 
Drstantapankti), which translates as A Collection of Par- 
ables Adorned with Poetic Invention, declares the same 
intention: to present the Buddhist ethic in attractive and eas- 
ily assimilable form. The result, in the case of Śūra’s work, is 





that, while the basic story remains simple, the treatment is 
quite sophisticated, both psychologically and artistically. 
Both the Pali jatakas and Siira’s are in a mixture of verse 
and prose. But the similarity is deceptive. The verses in the 
Pali form the main structure of the story, which is filled out 
by linking passages of prose. (Only the verse portions are 
accepted as canonical: the prose is considered secondary, like 
a commentary). In Süra's versions the use of verse and prose 
is dictated by artistic considerations, and both are written 
with the same conscious care. Somendra, in the introduction 
to his father’s Avaddnakalpalatd (verse 7), describes the writ- 
ers of jatakamalas (i.e., Sara and his successors) as “unfet- 
tered in their use of verse and prose" (gadyapadyavisrn- 
khaláh). Some verses Śūra has taken over from his source, 
sometimes with a heightening of language and sometimes 
not. But otherwise one can only make general statements 
about what dictated his use of verse and prose. Dialogue is 
often, but not always, in verse. Descriptive passages are more 
frequently in prose than in verse: autumn (22.17 +), the 
rainy season (22.18 + ), and spring (31.3 + ) are all described 
in prose. Similarly, noon (6.21 + ), sunset/twilight (14.32 +), 
the festival of the autumn full moon (13.7 4- and 32.64 ), 
and six out of seven descriptions of forest scenery (6.0, 
9.5] +, 21.59 , 25.3+, 26.0, and 30.0; cf. the seventh, in 
verse, 9.33f.). On the other hand a water party (28.5f.), fes- 
tivities at a royal birth (32.1—4), and the torments of sinners 
in hell (29.19—45) are all depicted in verse. Apothegms in 
verse can comment on—and interrupt—prose narrative, but 
about a quarter of the total number of verses actually occur 
in plain narrative. The switch from prose to verse can be 
quite sudden—sometimes in mid-sentence (e.g., 2.5, 6.33, 
7.7, 9.55, and 13.5) — but is not arbitrary, and often serves to 
heighten a dramatic moment in the telling of the story. The 
Bodhisattva's sermons are in verse, as befits the lofty tone of 
their message. Generally, the verse (in some thirty varieties 
of meter, some of them very rare!5) acts like a constant 
change of time signature to the rhythm of each story. There 
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is no marked difference in language between verse and prose 
portions: the contrast is simply between metrical and un- 
metrical. 

Sara was not the inventor of this literary genre of mixed 
verse and prose which came to be called campu.'’ Fragments 
have survived from earlier works of the kind: Kumaralata's 
Kalpandmanditika Drstantapankti, which Liiders placed 
circa A.D. 150, and remnants of eight tales by Sanghasena (fl. 
early third century A.D.), surviving in a fifth-century-A.p. 
palm-leaf manuscript found at Qizil in Chinese Turkestan.!* 
Though Siira’s work appears to be a considerable refinement 
on Kumaralata’s, the formal similarities are unmistakable.!? 
And, in the same way, the jatakamalas of $üra's successors, 
Haribhatta (fl. fifth century A.D.) and Gopadatta (fl. before 
the eleventh century A.D.) show a development from Süra's.?? 

It can be seen from the brief generalizations made above 
that what dictates Siira’s use of verse hardly corresponds to 
our notions of the appropriate occasion for ‘breaking into 
poetry’ It would consequently be quite misleading to attempt 
to produce English verse equivalents for each of Siira’s verses. 
Only the apothegms lend themselves to some sort of rhyming 
jingle in English. 

In the tenth century a.D. Ratnasrijnana, himself a Bud- 
dhist, holds up the Jatakamald as an example of the so-called 
Southern style (vaidarbhi rīti) characterized by balance 
and proportion, and in the eleventh-century A.D. anthology 
Subhdsitaratnakosa (verse 1698) Śūra is praised for the pu- 
rity of his expression (visuddhokti). RajaSekhara (fl. ca. A.D. 
900), in his treatise on poetry, Kavyamimdmsd,”? includes 
Sura (sic) in a list of poets—Kalidasa and Bharavi among 
them—whose work was at one time adjudged and approved 
(pariksita) by a committee of brahmins at the royal court of 
Ujjayini. These high opinions give welcome support to what 
may otherwise be only our own subjective appreciation of 
Süra's chaste but also rich style—for instance, his pleasing 
use of sound effects (sabdadlamkdra), such as alliteration 
(anuprdsa) and, in particular, echo ( yamaka). Of wordplay 
and other figures (arthdlamkdra) he is more sparing, though 





simile (upamaá), metaphor (rüpaka), and (the despair of the 
translator) double entendre (slesa) all add their piquancy. 
The impossibility of producing an English equivalent of 
Süra's verbal artistry results in the paradox that precisely the 
most skillful and musical verses become the dullest and most 
awkward in translation (e.g., 29.50—55). (This may also be 
the moment to say that not all the stories are equally vivid or 
interesting.) 

The Jatakamalà is written in correct classical Sanskrit with 
few grammatical peculiarities. Its vocabulary is rich: besides 
the words with a specialized Buddhist sense, there are many 
others rarely attested elsewhere, previously recorded only in 
dictionaries, or not recorded at all. Bóhtlingk and Roth's 
great Petersburg Dictionary was completed in 1875, sixteen 
years before the publication of the Jatakamala. But Kern lent 
the proofs of his edition to Bóhtlingk—he even dedicated it 
to him— so that a fair number of the more interesting words 
and usages were recorded in the appendix to the Shorter 
Petersburg Dictionary in 1889. These Schmidt carried over 
and added to in his Nachtráge of 1928, and Edgerton's Bud- 
dhist Hybrid Sanskrit Dictionary of 1953 also includes 
much of the vocabulary special to the Jatakamala. Even so, 
there are errors and omissions in these dictionaries, and a 
comprehensive glossary to the Jatakamala has yet to be 
made. 

It is not possible to state precisely what sources $üra drew 
on for his selection of jatakas. There are parallels to thirty of 
his thirty-four jatakas in the Pali collection, and the frequent 
identity of phrases—and, on occasion, even whole verses— 
in the two versions shows that for some stories $üra had 
either the Pali as we know it or something close to it as his 
exemplar. Parallels to the stories can be found in non- 
Buddhist works: in the epic, in the Puranas, and in the 
eleventh-century-A.p. rehandling of popular tales, Somade- 
va's Kathaásaritsagara. But the interest lies not so much in 
tracing his sources as in isolating what in treatment and em- 
phasis is peculiar to him. 

In the Jatakamald there is greater emphasis than in the Pali 
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jatakas on the Bodhisattva ideal of self-sacrifice for the good 
of the world (the Bodhisattva as lokatrdtr; see 2.8 and 30.21/ 
2). Of the four jatakas which have no parallel in the Pali col- 
lection, three are about the Bodhisattva sacrificing his body 
for others (nos. 1 [“The Tigress”], 7 [Maitribala], and 30 
(“The Elephant"]) and the different ending of the Pali ver- 
sion of number 6 (“The Hare”) where the hare escapes being 
burned, is also significant. Though this may suggest a Maha- 
yanist tendency, it would be wrong to see any marked sectar- 
ian bias in the Jatakamala. The Mahayana is mentioned only 
once (1.28), and then only by a periphrasis ydnavara “the 
best way/vehicle” (see note to tale 1, no. 8). 

The fourth of the jatakas without a parallel in the Pali is 
number 18 (“The Man without an Heir”), whose theme is the 
renunciation of worldly life ( garhasthyam) in favor of the 
homeless life of an ascetic ( pravrajyd). The condemnation of 
worldly ties and preoccupations is another theme which re- 
ceives greater emphasis in the Jdtakamald than in the Pali 
jatakas (e.g., 1.6, 7.2+, 21.1+, 28.0, and 32.43-48): it 
forms the subject of jatakas 18—20. 

The major theme of the Jatakamala is that of the virtuous 
ruler. The whole work reflects a courtly milieu, not only in 
its content but in the refinement of its style, and it addresses 
itself to kings and princes. Generosity (dana), morality 
(sila), and forbearance (hsanti), the first three perfections, 
illustrated in jatakas 1-30, are preeminently the qualities of a 
ruler? and Sara is concerned to show how the Buddhist mo- 
rality should be adopted by the ruler in preference to the 
realpolitik (niti) advocated by the Arthasdstra (see note to 
tale 6, no. 2). Whether it is possible to deduce any biograph- 
ical information from this preoccupation with the morally 
sensitive ruler and the homeless ascetic by linking it with the 
statement in the Játakamálátiká, quoted earlier, that Sara 
was a prince who renounced the throne to become a wander- 
ing ascetic, must remain in doubt. 

Although Süra's main purpose was to edify, he also wished 
to give pleasure. We can admire the moral ethos of the Jäta- 
kamald but also appreciate the glimpses it gives of life in an- 


cient India and of the landscape and townscape which are its 
vivid backdrop. That these stories appealed to the imagina- 
tion (as $üra hoped they would) is proved by the frescoes at 
Ajanta and by the reliefs on the first gallery of Borobudur in 
Java—the greatest surviving monument of the Buddhist 
world— both based specifically on $üra's versions of the jā- 
takas.?* 
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Once the Buddha Was a Monkey 








In homage to all the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas 


Proloque 


(1] With this handful of flowers—my poem—I will celebrate 
the wonders performed by the Holy One in previous incar- 
nations. Glorious they were, and rich in good consequences 
because of his own fine qualities. Their fame is assured since 
they capture the imagination and never grow dull. (2| These 
praiseworthy exploits are like conspicuous signs pointing the 
way to perfection. As such may they soften even the hardest 
of hearts. And may these edifying tales give greater enjoyment 
than ever before.! 

[3] Conscious that my words have power to do good in the 
world, I will keep scrupulously to the evidence of tradition 
and revelation in my account of the outstanding deeds of the 
All Highest. [4] The exquisite goodness he showed in his active 
concern for others could not be matched even by those intent 
on their own betterment. 

To him who has no equal, whose radiant glory is truly 
summed up in the title Omniscient, to the Teaching, and to 
the community of monks, I bow my head in reverence. 


Figures in brackets in the text refer to corresponding verse numbers in 
the original. 
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The Tigress 


LREADY IN HIS PREVIOUS INCAR- 
nations the Lord was wont to lavish disinterested affection on 
all beings, identifying himself with every living creature. And 
that is why one should have complete faith in the Lord 
Buddha. 

Tradition tells of a particular exploit performed by the 
Lord in a previous incarnation, and the story of it was told by 
my own teacher, a teacher of the three-jeweled'! Buddhist 
faith, a teacher respected for his own good life and fine stock 
of virtues. 

While still a Bodhisattva, the Lord already blessed man- 
kind with a stream of kindnesses: he gave generously, spoke 
lovingly, and instigated goodness. All this followed from 
the supreme vow? he had taken, and was vouched for by his 
wisdom. 

Once he is said to have been born into a great brahmin 
family which had attained eminence simply by being content 
to perform the duties expected of it and by leading a sober 
life. He received the traditional series of sacraments—the 
various rites, from birth onwards, marking his development. 
His native intelligence and special tutelage, his thirst for 
knowledge and love of work, soon made him master of the 
eighteen branches of knowledge? and of all such skills as 
were not incompatible with his family position. |5] Among 
brahmins he was revered like the Veda itself, among the rul- 
ing class he was honoured as a king, to the common people 
he seemed like Sakra* in person, and to those in quest of 
knowledge like a helpful father. His good fortune and out- 
standing personal qualities earned him considerable respect 
and repute, as well as material rewards. But from these the 


Bodhisattva could derive no pleasure, committed as he was 
to the path of renunciation and fully absorbed in the study of 
the Law? [6] To one whose awareness had become completely 
clear in the course of previous lives, worldly pleasures could 
only seem like so many evils. He therefore shook off worldly 
ties as though they were an illness and went to grace some 
lonely retreat. [7] There, with a detachment and serenity made 
perfect by wisdom, he seemed almost to reproach mankind, 
whose persistent wrongdoing bars it from the wise man's 
peace of mind. [8] His kindly presence had a calming effect on 
the wild beasts, who stopped preying on each other and be- 
gan themselves to live like hermits. [9] Because he was so 
transparently good, so self-disciplined, content, and compas- 
sionate, even strangers felt affection for him, just as he felt 
affection for them. [10) His needs were so modest that he was 
innocent of turning his holy status to advantage. Indeed, he 
had rid himself so thoroughly of any desire for fame, fortune, 
or comfort that even the gods were inclined to look upon him 
with favor. [11] Men heard that he had renounced the world, 
were captivated by his fine qualities, and abandoned family 
and possessions to go to him for instruction, as though that 
in itself were final bliss. [12] He powerfully impressed upon 
these pupils the need to behave with integrity, to cultivate 
their moral sense, never to let their attention be distracted, to 
be detached, and to concentrate their thoughts on friendli- 
ness and the other cardinal virtues.5 

His flock of disciples had swollen in numbers. Almost all 
had attained perfection. The way to enlightenment had been 
laid down, and mankind set on the right road to, renuncia- 
tion. The gateway to perdition was shut, the paths to bliss 
opened into broad highways. 

Then it was that the Noble One went out with Ajita, his 
disciple at that time, to enjoy the world about him. His walk 
took him through the dells and thickets that are conducive to 
meditation. [13] There, in a mountain cave, he noticed a tigress 
so overcome by the pangs of giving birth that she was too 
weak to move. [14) Her eyes were hollow with hunger, her belly 
horribly thin, and she looked upon her whelps, her own off- 


spring, as so much meat, [15] while they, trusting their mother 
and without a qualm, sidled up to her, thirsty for milk. But 
she menaced them with ferocious roars, as though they were 
strangers. {16] The Bodhisattva remained calm at the sight of 
her, but compassion for another creature in distress made 
him shake like Himalaya in an earthquake. [17] It is remarkable 
how the compassionate put a brave face on things when they 
themselves are in dire trouble—but tremble at others' dis- 
tress, however slight. Though emotion gave emphasis to his 
words, the Bodhisattva spoke to his disciple in tones that by 
force of pity were subdued but that also showed his excep- 
tional character. 

"My dear boy, 118] look how futile it is, this round of birth 
and rebirth. Starvation forces this beast to break the laws of 
affection. Here she is, ready to devour her own offspring. 119] 
Oh! how fierce is the instinct for self-preservation, such that 
a mother can be willing to eat her own young. [20] How can one 
allow this scourge to continue unabated—this self-love 
which prompts such atrocities? Go quickly and search every- 
where for something to appease her hunger, before she does 
harm to her young ones or to herself. In the meantime I too 
will try to stop her from resorting to violence.” Ajita prom- 
ised to do so and set out on his quest for food. 

After despatching his disciple on this pretext, the Bodhi- 
sattva began to reflect: [21] "Why search for meat from some 
other creature when there is my entire body available right 
here? It is a matter of luck whether or not the boy succeeds 
in finding any meat, and meanwhile I may be losing an oppor- 
tunity to act. Besides, [22] this body is only so much matter. It 
is frail, without substance, a miserable ungrateful thing, al- 
ways impure. One would be a fool not to welcome the chance 
of its being useful to someone else. [23] There can only be two 
reasons for taking no notice when someone else is in difficul- 
ties: selfish concern for one’s own well-being, or sheer help- 
lessness. But I cannot be happy as long as there is someone 
who is unhappy. And anyway, how can I take no notice when 
it is in my power to help? [24] Suppose there were some crimi- 
nal in abject misery and I took no notice of him even though 
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I could be of help. It would be the same as committing a 
crime: I would burn with remorse, like deadwood in a forest 
fire. [25] Now, suppose I fell down this mountainside; my life- 
less corpse might serve to prevent this creature from killing 
her young and save the whelps from the advances of their 
mother. And, what is more, [26] this would be an example to 
those who strive for the good of the world, an encouragement 
to those who falter, a delight to those who are practiced in 
charity, a powerful attraction to noble hearts. [27] It will bring 
despair to the great hosts of Mara,’ joy to those who love the 
fine qualities of a Buddha, and be a source of shame to those 
who are wrapped up in their own affairs and whose souls are 
ravaged by greed and selfishness. 128) It would inspire faith in 
those who follow the Better Way? and would confound those 
who sneer at renunciation. It would clear the broad highway 
to heaven and please all men of generous heart. [29] I might also 
thereby fulfil my dream of some day being of help to others 
even if it meant sacrificing my life, and so come closer to 
perfect enlightenment. Besides, [30] neither ambition nor desire 
for fame nor a longing for heaven nor the position of king nor 
even endless bliss for myself underlie my concern—nothing 
except to assure the well-being of others. [31] By doing this may 
I gain the power always to bring happiness to mankind and at 
the same time to remove its sorrow, just as the sun has power 
to bring light and banish darkness. [32] Whether I am seen, 
heard, or remembered, or am talked of as a result of personal 
contact, may I in every way benefit all creation and assure it 
unfailing happiness.” 

[33] On making this decision to be of use to another crea- 
ture, though it cost him his life, he felt a surge of joy, then 
astounded even the calm minds of the gods by hurling him- 
self down. 

The sound of the Bodhisattva’s body as it fell to earth 
aroused the curiosity and impatience of the tigress. On the 
point of slaughtering her young, she paused, looked around, 
and, catching sight of the lifeless corpse, immediately 
bounded over and began to devour it. 

Meanwhile his disciple had in fact found no meat, and re- 


turned, wondering where his teacher had got to. As he peered 
around he caught sight of the tigress eating the Bodhisattva's 
lifeless body. But any feeling of grief or sorrow was countered 
by amazement at such an extraordinary deed. Somehow he 
seemed to be voicing his regard for the Bodhisattva's good- 
ness in the words that he now spoke to himself: (34) “Oh! how 
compassionate the Noble One has shown himself to those in 
distress, how indifferent to his own well-being. In him noble 
conduct has reached its apogee, while the renown and glory 
of its adversaries lies crushed. [35] Oh! what supreme love he 
has shown— bold, fearless, and full of goodness. Oh! how his 
body, which was of no mean worth, is now effectively an ob- 
ject of the highest regard. [36] Kind by nature, and as firm as 
the ground, how intolerable to him were the misfortunes of 
others! How his valiant deed shows up my own waywardness. 
[37] Certainly there is no need to pity the world now that it has 
such a protector in him. Well may Mara groan in troubled 
apprehension of defeat. Homage in the highest to this blessed 
Being who is a refuge to all creation, whose compassion is 
unbounded, whose goodness is immeasurable, who is a Bo- 
dhisattva for the good of the world." 

He then informed his fellow students of what had hap- 
pened. {38) Amazement showed in the faces of those disciples 
and of the whole hierarchy of beings,? when they heard of 
this deed. And the ground that contained the treasure of his 
bones was strewn with showers of garlands, fine apparel, or- 
naments, and sandal powder. 

So, then—remembering how already in his previous in- 
carnations the Lord was wont to lavish disinterested affection 
on all beings, identifying himself with every living creature, 
one should have complete faith in the Lord Buddha. 
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Sibi 


INCE THE LORD SUFFERED HUNDREDS 
of hardships to acquire the good Teaching for us, we should 
listen to it with respect. 

According to tradition, when the Lord was still a Bodhi- 
sattva he was at one time king of the Sibis.! This was because 
his store of good deeds had, by dint of constant accumulation 
over an immense period of time, become part of him. 

Already as a boy he had taken pleasure in waiting on his 
elders and had been attracted to a life of discipline. His sub- 
jects loved him, for he looked after them as if they were his 
own children. Though naturally intelligent, he broadened his 
mind by intensive study. He was energetic, decisive, powerful, 
capable, and favored by fortune. [1] He happily combined 
within himself the whole gamut of qualities necessary for the 
three pursuits of life? They shone out harmoniously, their 
brilliant effect unspoiled by any shock of incompatibility. 12] 
And success, which to rude upstarts is but a mockery, which 
fools mistake for dire misfortune, which to the weak willed is 
like an intoxicant, was for him just what its name implies. [3] 
He was a true king as much because of his nobility and com- 
passion as because of the wealth at his disposal. It gave him 
pleasure to see petitioners' faces light up with unclouded joy 
at getting what they wanted. 

This king was so charitable that all over his capital city he 
had built special halls for almsgiving and had filled them with 
every kind of provision, with money and with grain. In keep- 
ing with his generous nature, he showered gifts, like a cloud 
in the Golden Age—gifts that were given graciously, that gave 
delight, that were welcome for being so prompt, and that ful- 
filled each person's desires: food for the hungry, drink for the 


thirsty, lodging, clothing, meals, perfumes, garlands, silver, 
gold— whatever was asked for. People were amazed and over- 
joyed when they heard of the king's liberality, and flocked to 
his country from all the known regions of the habitable 
world. (4| Though they ranged the whole world in imagina- 
tion, the needy discovered no one else to whom they had a 
chance of putting their requests, and so, with joyful expres- 
sions, they gathered around him, as wild elephants around a 
pool. The crowds of beggars that converged from all quarters, 
overjoyed at the prospect of success, managed to conceal 
their personal charms beneath their traveler's garb. {5} But the 
king opened his eyes wide with delight, as though it were 
long-absent friends that he saw before him. He welcomed 
each petition as if it were good news, and granting them 
made him even happier than the recipients. (6) Such generos- 
ity earned him fame, whose fragrance was spread by the 
breath of the beggars. It crushed the pride of other kings just 
as the ichor of a scent elephant overpowers that of other ele- 
phants. 

One day the king, on his round of the alms halls, noticed 
that, because the beggars' needs had been satisfied, the gath- 
ering of petitioners had dwindled. Not being able to proceed 
with his habitual almsgiving made him feel discontented. [7] 
While the beggar had only to go to him to have his wants 
removed, it was not so with the king himself after he had 
satisfied the beggar: giving had become an addiction. No beg- 
gar, however great his request, could quell the king's passion 
for giving. It occurred to him how very lucky those paragons 
of goodness were, whom beggars approached in full confi- 
dence and without reserve, even to ask them to part with 
their own limbs. To him beggars only made timid requests 
for money, as though intimidated at the thought of meeting 
with a harsh refusal. (8) Divining the king's truly noble idea— 
proof of his indifference to his own body as well as of his 
generous leanings—the Earth itself trembled, like a woman 
devoted to her husband? And as the ground shook so did 
great Mount Sumeru * glinting with the sparkle of its various 
precious stones, so that Sakra, lord of the gods, began to 
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wonder what this could portend. He then realized that the 
earth tremor was due to King Sibi's extraordinary idea. Over- 
come with astonishment, he wondered [9] why the king 
should be so carried away by his passion for giving as to come 
to such a idea: why should he be prepared to take this wilful 
generosity so far as to be set on giving away parts of his own 
body? He decided to find out about him. 

The king was sitting in his audience chamber, surrounded 
by a crowd of ministers, and the usual proclamation had been 
made, inviting any beggar in need. Heaps of gems, gold, sil- 
ver, and coins were on display under the supervision of the 
treasurer. Baskets crammed with all kinds of clothing were 
being unfastened. Brightly colored vehicles, yoked to the 
shoulders of various well-schooled draught animals, were 
being brought forward. And a crowd of beggars formed. 
Among them, Sakra, lord of the gods, in the guise of a blind 
old brahmin, caught the king's eye. The king gave him a look 
suffused with such compassion and benevolence, so calm, 
kind, and gentle, that it was as if he had come forward to 
embrace the brahmin. The courtiers invited him to say what 
it was he wanted. So he approached the king, hailed him, and 
said: [10] "King of kings, I, a blind old man, have come from 
afar to ask for your eye. For surely, my lord, one of your lotus- 
eyes is sufficient for observing the affairs of the world.” The 
Bodhisattva felt elated at having his dearest wish fulfilled but 
was not sure whether the brahmin had really said as much or 
whether he had merely imagined it through having it con- 
stantly in mind. In his eagerness to hear those delightful 
words, framing a request for his eye, he asked the man: [11] 
"Who told you to come here and ask for my eye, noble brah- 
min? To part with one's eye is no light matter, they say. Who 
assumes that in my case this does not hold true?" 

Reading the king's thoughts, Sakra, in his brahmin dis- 
guise, answered: (12] “Sakra. It is at the bidding of an image of 
Sakra that I have come here to ask you for your eye. Prove his 
assumption right and my hopes true by giving me that eye.” 

At the mention of Sakra, the king felt sure that through 
divine intervention he would be the means of restoring sight 


to the brahmin, and in his joy he cheerfully replied: (13) “Brah- 
min, I shall grant the wish that brought you here. You are 
hoping to get one eye from me, but I shall give you both. [14] 
Go as you please. Two wide lotus-eyes will adorn your face. 
And, on seeing you, people will hesitate, uncertain as to 
whether it really is you or not, and finally will realize to their 
surprise that it is." 

When the king's ministers learned that he had decided to 
give away his eyes, they were distressed, agitated, and wor- 
ried. Full of misgivings, they pleaded with him. (15) "Your maj- 
esty, this passion for giving things away has blinded you to 
the fact that it is unwise and can lead to no good. Please, your 
highness, do not do this. Do not part with your sight. [16] Do 
not brush us aside for the sake of this one brahmin. How can 
you submit your subjects to the burning agony of grief after 
bringing them up in happiness? [17] Give money which brings 
prosperity, or jewels, or cows that give milk, or chariots with 
well-schooled horses in harness, or elephants disporting 
themselves in the full pride of rut. (18) Give houses which are 
comfortable in every season of the year, which are brighter 
than clouds in autumn, which resound to the tinkle of wom- 
en's anklets. But do not part with your eyesight, you who are 
the apple of everyone's eye. Besides, your majesty, just think: 
[19] how can one person's eye possibly be of use to another? 
And if it is a question of divine intervention, then why should 
it be your eye that is required? Anyway, (20] what does this poor 
man need an eye for? To see other people in prosperity? Give 
him money, your majesty, and do not act recklessly.” 

Politely and gently the king replied to his ministers: [21] 
“Whoever decides not to give, after saying he will, once again 
entangles himself in attachment after having let it drop away. 
(22) Can there be anyone more wicked than he who promises to 
give and then, because meanness saps his will, changes his 
mind? [23] To raise a beggar's hopes by promising a gift and 
then cruelly to break one's word is unpardonable. And as to 
your wondering why his eye cannot be produced solely by 
divine power, listen: [24] everyone knows that success depends 
on a variety of factors, so that even Fate, though supernatu- 
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ral, has to rely on one means or another. Therefore, kindly 
do not try to oppose me now that I am set on making this 
exceptional gift." 

“Your majesty,” replied the ministers, “we merely re- 
quested that you be so good as to donate money, grain, and 
jewels rather than your own eyesight. We are hardly inciting 
your majesty to evil by doing that.” 

[25] “One must give what people ask for,’ said the king. “Un- 
wanted presents give no pleasure. What use is a drink to 
someone being carried off by a flood? I shall therefore give 
this man what he asked for.” 

"You will do no such thing, sir!" broke in the chief minis- 
ter, who was very much in the king's confidence and forgot 
etiquette in a burst of affection.[26] “To attain the position of 
king demands no small amount of self-sacrifice and dedica- 
tion. Its attainment, by means of countless hecatombs, means 
also the attainment of glory and heavenly bliss. You have at- 
tained it. Yet, though you rival Sakra in power, you choose to 
disregard it. What consideration prompts your lordship to 
give away your eyes? How comes it? What do you mean by it? 
[27] Your sacrifices have gained you a place among the gods. 
Your renown shines out in every direction. As kings do obei- 
sance, your feet are tinged with the luster of their diadems. 
What do you hope to gain by giving away your sight?" 

The king answered his minister courteously: [28] “I am striv- 
ing neither for world dominion, nor for heaven, nor for final 
release, nor for fame. I am concerned only to save the world 
and that the trouble this man has been to in making his re- 
quest should not prove vain." 

The king then gave orders for one eye—an eye whose ra- 
diant beauty was like that of a piece of blue lotus petal—to 
be extracted, slowly and without causing it damage, in the 
medically prescribed manner? With perfect love he handed it 
to the beggar. Whereupon Sakra, lord of the gods, by an act 
of magic made it seem to the king and his entourage that the 
king's eye was lodged in the beggar's eye socket. To see the 
beggar with one eye open filled the king's heart with extreme 
delight, and he immediately offered him his other eye as 


well.(29] With its eyes removed, the king's face looked like a 
lotus pond without lotuses. But it wore a happy expression, 
which was not, however, shared by the citizenry. The brah- 
min appeared to be able to see perfectly. (30] Everywhere, in 
the palace and the royal capital, tears of grief sprinkled the 
ground. But Sakra was full of delighted admiration at the 
kings unshakable resolve to attain perfect enlightenment. 
Overcome with amazement, he thought: [31] "What endurance! 
what courage! what altruism! I can hardly believe my eyes. 
This marvelous being should not have to suffer like this for 
long. I shall therefore endeavor to restore his sight and show 
him a means to that end.” 

The wounds to the king's eyes gradually healed, and, in 
palace, city, and countryside, people's grief abated and all but 
disappeared. One day the king wanted to be alone and was 
sitting cross-legged beside the lotus pond in his park. The 
place was overspread with fine trees that bowed under the 
weight of blossom. A cool fragrant breeze blew softly, and 
swarms of bees hummed in the air. Suddenly Sakra appeared 
before him. The king asked who he was, and he answered: [32] 
“I am Sakra, lord of the gods, come to pay you a visit.” The 
king welcomed him and asked how he could be of service. 
Sakra returned this politeness by replying: “Saintly king, 
make a wish. Say what it is you want.” The king was in the 
habit of giving; he was not used to trudging the road of pov- 
erty and beggary. But, restraining both pride and astonish- 
ment, he said to Sakra: [33] “Great is my wealth, Sakra, big and 
powerful my army, but blindness now makes death seem 
sweet to me. [34] Since I can no longer see beggars' faces 
brighten with boundless love and devotion when I grant their 
wishes, death is dear to me, Sakra.” "Stop insisting on it,” 
interrupted Sakra. “Only saints attain to such a state of mind. 
But let me ask you this: [35] when beggars have reduced you to 
your present condition, how is it that even now you still show 
concern for them? Just state the truth, without evasion, and 
you may free yourself from your present plight and start 
afresh.9" “Why do you force me to boast?" answered the king. 
"Even so, listen, lord of the gods: [36] if it is true that the sound 
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of beggars' voices, earnestly asking favors, is now and always 
has been as pleasant to me as if they were blessings, then may 
an eye materialize for me.” 

Now, as a result of taking his stand on truth, and thanks 
also to his exceptional store of merit, the king had no sooner 
spoken than an eye appeared. It looked like the petal of a blue 
lotus with a splinter of sapphire set in its center. The king 
was overjoyed when this miraculous eye appeared, and again 
addressed Sakra: [37] “Just as I gladly gave both my eyes to him 
who only asked for one, and felt nothing but joy and love, so 
may I in turn receive another eye.” 

The moment the king said this a second eye appeared, ri- 
valing the first. [38] The earth shook, and so did the mountains. 
The ocean broke its bounds and surged forward. The drums 
of the celestial gods rolled deep and steady—a delightful 
sound. [39] The whole expanse of heaven looked beautifully 
clear, and the sun shone with an autumn brightness. Out of 
the sky fell a shower of bright flowers tinged with the sandal 
powder that was whirling around. [40] The gods gathered there 
with a bevy of celestial nymphs, wide-eyed in amazement. 
The breeze that blew was peculiarly pleasant, and joy blos- 
somed out in the heart of every living thing. (41) All around, 
lovely voices were heard, raised in a paean of praise for the 
king's extraordinary deed; hosts of supernatural beings were 
exclaiming in wonder and rapture: (42) “Oh what nobility! oh 
what compassion! see how pure is his heart! how little he 
cares for his own happiness! Glory be to you, whose courage 
and fortitude are so outstanding! (43) Indeed, the world is or- 
phaned no more, now that your beautiful lotus-eyes are open 
once again. Nor is it futile to store up merit, since virtue is 
sure to triumph in the end.” 

Sakra then congratulated him and spoke again: [44] “We 
were not unaware of what you felt in the pureness of your 
heart, dear king. That is why we gave you back your eyes. [45] 
They will have power to see without obstruction for a hun- 
dred leagues around, even things that are hidden behind 
mountains.” 

With these words Sakra disappeared there and then. The 


ministers who had followed behind were full of wonder and 
delight. They were so wide-eyed they hardly blinked at all. 
The townspeople stared at the Bodhisattva, and brahmins 
greeted him with shouts of "Hail!" and "Victory!" as he ap- 
proached the palace which, with its bright banners and 
hoisted flags, had a festive look. He took his seat in the as- 
sembly hall amid a crowd that had gathered to do him honor. 
At the head were his ministers, and then came senior brah- 
mins and people from town and country To these he 
preached the Law, taking his own experience as theme: [46] 
"After seeing how I have obtained these eyes of supernatural 
power by virtue of my generosity, who on earth could be in 
two minds about making beggars happy by giving them 
money? [47] I can see any visible object anywhere— be it hidden 
by mountain ranges or even a hundred leagues away—as 
clearly as if it were close by. [48] What is more rewarding than 
generosity, born of modesty and compassion? See how once 
I parted with my mortal sight and have, already in this life, 
been rewarded with sight that is superhuman and divine. [49] 
Take note of this, my people, and make your wealth bear fruit 
by giving it away and spending it. This is the way to fame and 
happiness, in this world and the next. [50] Money is in itself a 
meaningless trifle; only when someone bent on being of use 
to the world gives it away does it come into its own. Giving 
money away is like laying up treasure—hoarding it spells 
ruin." 

So, then— since the Lord suffered hundreds of hardships 
to acquire the good Teaching for us, we should listen to it 
with respect. 
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The Dumpling 


O GIFT GIVEN IN GOOD FAITH TO A 
worthy recipient can be called small, its effect is so great. 

According to tradition, the Lord, while still a Bodhisattva, 
was once king of KoSala.! He was exceptionally well endowed 
with the qualities of a king: energy, decisiveness, power, abil- 
ity, and the like. But these were eclipsed by the divine favor 
he enjoyed. [1] Crowned by the favor of the gods, his virtues 
shone out all the more, as do moonbeams when autumn un- 
veils their loveliness.? [2] Fortune was at his side, meting out 
wrath and favor to other kings in such a way that she deserted 
his enemies, however proud, and cherished his dependents 
like a devoted woman. [3] He himself was too good to take a 
cruel delight in the discomfiture of his enemies. But his sub- 
jects displayed such devotion that the odds were against his 
foes. 

One day the king recalled his last incarnation and felt re- 
vulsion at the memory. To monks, brahmins, poor people, 
and beggars he further increased his gifts which were the 
cause of well-being. He fulfilled his moral obligations assidu- 
ously and observed the fast days at the moon's quarters. He 
also wanted to direct people's thoughts toward the bliss of 
final release, by proclaiming the power of virtue. To this end 
he was constantly reciting two verses with great fervor and 
earnestness, both in the public assembly and in his private 
quarters: [4] “Even the smallest service to a follower of the 
Buddha is rich in reward. Hitherto this has been merely hear- 
say. Now see how magnificent is the reward for one dry, un- 
salted, sour, brownish dumpling. 15] This powerful army of 
mine, glinting with chariots and horses, dark with noble ele- 
phants in rut; the whole wide world; great riches; Fortune’s 


favor; a noble wife—behold this dazzling array of rewards for 
a mere dumpling.” 

Neither his ministers nor the senior brahmins nor the 
leading citizens, though all in a whirl with curiosity, dared 
question the king about what he meant when he constantly 
recited this pair of verses. But the chief queen, because she 
was the king's favorite, felt less constrained about asking. 
When the opportunity arose to discuss it, she asked him in 
open assembly: [6] "My lord, you are always reciting these 
verses as though you were giving expression to heartfelt glad- 
ness. But what you say fills me with curiosity. |7] If I may be 
permitted to hear, my lord, kindly explain what it is that you 
recite. Were it a secret, you would never proclaim it as you 
do, and that is why I am asking you about it in public." 

The king gave the queen a look of tender devotion. His face 
broadened into a smile, and he said: [8] "You are not the only 
one to have had his curiosity aroused by hearing this dictum 
of mine without understanding the reason behind it. (9) This 
whole circle of ministers is in a restless whirl of surmise 
about it, and so is the city and the royal household. So hear 
why I recite these verses. [10] I remember my last incarnation 
just as if I had woken from a dream. In it I was a workman 
living here in this very town. I led a sober life but scraped a 
living by honest work for people whose only distinction was 
their wealth. [11] One day I was about to begin on some hired 
work—that rich source of insult, exhaustion, and misery. 
Self-preservation was my only motive: I was afraid of no 
longer being able to keep body and soul together. Suddenly I 
caught sight of four monks begging alms. They were self- 
possessed and, it seemed, surrounded by the holy aura of 
monkhood. [12] My heart melted with devotion. I bowed to 
them and in my house devoutly offered them a simple dump- 
ling. The little seedling I planted then has grown so that now 
the diadems of kings shed their rays on the dust of my feet. [13] 
It is with this in mind that I recite these verses, my queen, 
and take pleasure in doing good and seeing holy men.” 

The queen was wide-eyed with delight and astonishment. 
She gazed at the king respectfully and said: "Such excep- 
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tional good fortune is a fitting reward for good deeds. After 
all, your majesty bears witness to the result of virtue, by tak- 
ing pains to practice it. That is why you shun all evildoing 
and concentrate instead on caring properly for your subjects, 
as a father for his children. You are set on amassing both 
merit and virtue. [14] You hold firm sway over the heads of rival 
kings, in a blaze of glory that is all the greater for your gen- 
erosity. Long may you rule with wisdom and justice over the 
earth whose ocean-mantle is creased by the wind.” 

“Indeed, my queen, why not?" said the king. [15] “I shall 
endeavor to keep once more to the path that leads to perfect 
bliss, whose lovely signposts are conspicuous. Once people 
are aware of the rewards of charity, they are eager to give. 
How could I fail to be generous after observing my own 
case?” 

The king then gave the queen an affectionate look and no- 
ticed as he did so that she was as radiantly lovely as a god- 
dess. Wondering what could be the reason for this beauty, he 
spoke again: [16] “You shine out among women as the crescent 
moon among the stars. Have you done something, my dear, 
that would account for this lovely effect?” “Yes, I have, my 
lord,” replied the queen. “I too clearly remember something 
that happened in a previous incarnation.” And since the king 
eagerly insisted that she tell it straightaway, she told her 
story: [17] "Like some childhood experience, I clearly remem- 
ber being a servant and respectfully offering a portion of food 
to a dispassionate monk. It is just as if I had fallen asleep 
there and woken up here. [18] I remember this good deed, my 
lord, because thanks to it I gained you as a husband whom I 
share with the Earth.? And the monk said exactly what you 
said: 'no service rendered to holy men is negligible: " 

The king noticed how completely astonished the assembly 
was and how this example of the fruits of virtue had won it 
over and aroused a respect for goodness. And so he earnestly 
addressed the gathering in some such terms as these: (19] "After 
seeing how far-reaching and splendid are the consequences 
of a good deed, however modest, can anyone be less than 
eager to do good by practicing generosity? If a man is very 


rich and yet fails to get a name for being generous, because 
he is so benighted by meanness, then he ought not to show 
himself. (20) One day you will inevitably have to part with your 
money, and it will be of no use then. If one stands to gain 
some merit by parting with it now, in a suitable manner, is 
one likely in such circumstances to adopt a selfish attitude, 
knowing full well about the pleasure of doing good, about 
the other qualities, such as kindness, inherent in generosity 
and about the good repute that attends all these? (21) Indeed, 
Charity is a great and lasting treasure, immune to theft and 
to everything else. Charity cleanses the heart of the sins of 
selfishness and greed. Charity is a pleasant vehicle which 
banishes the weariness of traveling from one birth to the 
next. Charity is the constant and perfect friend, ready with 
whatever is needed for endless happiness. [22] Whether one 
wants to amass a fortune or gain unlimited power, live with 
the gods in heaven or look beautiful, Charity will provide it 
all. On considering the matter, who could fail to be generous? 
[23] Giving, they say, is getting the best out of wealth. Giving, 
they say, is the root cause of power. Giving is the noble 
expression of the benevolence of the mighty. Even dust, given 
in childish innocence, is a good gift.” * 

The assembly was impressed by the king’s convincing 
words and was all ready to give things away and to do good 
generally. 

So, then—no gift that is given in good faith to a worthy 
recipient can be called small; its effect is so great. 
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The Merchant 


OOD MEN DISCOUNT PERSONAL RISK 
in their readiness to give. How can anyone in comfortable 
circumstances refuse to do so? 

According to tradition, the Lord, while still a Bodhisattva, 
was once a merchant. Through great good luck and success- 
ful enterprise he amassed a large fortune and also earned 
people's respect for being scrupulous in his dealings. He was 
well-born and had enlarged his mind by studying many 
branches of learning in the arts and sciences. His virtuous 
and noble nature gained him a place of honor with the king, 
while his habitual generosity meant that in effect he shared 
his fortune with others. [1] His petitioners were well- 
contented and praised him far and wide, so that the name he 
earned for his largesse spread to every corner of the earth. [2] 
In his case no suppliant needed to worry whether he would 
give or not: a whole crowd of suppliants could, with perfect 
confidence, make their requests to him whose noble deeds 
were renowned. [3] He did not hoard his wealth for his own 
pleasure, or in competition with others, or in contempt of 
the world. It was simply that he could not bear the suffering 
of the needy and consequently denied them nothing. 

Now one day at mealtime, when the Great Being had 
bathed and anointed himself, a variety of food was served. It 
had been prepared by a skilled and excellent cook, and the 
color, taste, texture, and aroma of both food and sauces were 
of the finest quality. At that moment a monk approached to 
beg alms and stationed himself at the gateway to the house. It 
was a Pratyekabuddha,! who, with the fire of wisdom, had 
entirely burned up the fuel of depravity and now wanted to 
add to the merchant's store of merit. (4] There he stood, calm 


and confident, gentle but firm, looking at the ground a 
couple of yards in front of him.? With sweet serenity he 
clasped his alms bowl in his lotus-like fingers. 

Now Mara, the evil one, could not bear the Bodhisattva 
giving alms and, to stop him, conjured up a bottomless hell 
between the doorstep and the venerable monk. It measured 
the length of many men and looked fearsome. Flames flick- 
ered in its gaping center, and the noise of it was terrifying. 
Hundreds of writhing bodies were piled up inside. 

On seeing the Pratyekabuddha who had come to beg alms, 
the Bodhisattva called to his wife: “My dear, go yourself and 
give the holy man a generous helping of food." She said she 
would, and set off with some delicious food and drink. But, 
on catching sight of the hell, she hastily turned away from the 
gateway, with fear and bewilderment in her flickering eyes. 
Her husband asked her what was the matter, but she was so 
panic-stricken that her throat constricted and she could 
hardly tell him. The Bodhisattva was then so worried that the 
holy man might leave his house without receiving any alms 
that he paid no attention to what his wife was telling him and 
instead took the delicious food and drink himself, such was 
his eagerness to bestow alms on the noble monk. 

As he came to the gateway he saw the terrifying hell be- 
tween, and, while he was wondering what it could possibly 
be, Mara, the evil one, sprang from the wall of the house and, 
assuming by miraculous means the guise of a god, hovered in 
the air. Then, as though concerned for the Bodhisattva's well- 
being, he said: "Master merchant, this is the great hell called 
Maharaurava.? [5] It is the home of those who, in their per- 
verted generosity, are seduced by the flattery of beggars and 
gladly give up their possessions. They spend many thousands 
of years here, and escape is not easy. [6] Material wealth is the 
prerequisite for pursuing the three objects of life.* Do away 
with wealth and how can you avoid doing away with virtue 
too? And if by squandering wealth you preclude virtue, hell 
is surely where you belong. [7] Your passion for giving has led 
you into sin: you have squandered your wealth and thereby 
struck at the root of virtue. As a result, this hell, like the jaws 
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of Death, with its tongue of flame, has sprung up to devour 
you. [8] So please put a stop to this generosity. That way you 
will avoid falling down this instant and sharing the fate of 
these almsgivers who writhe and groan piteously. (9) On the 
other hand, people who receive alms renounce the vicious 
habit of giving and are on the way to becoming gods. So stop 
obstructing the path to heaven with your zeal for giving, and 
practice some restraint instead.” 

The Bodhisattva realized that this was obviously an at- 
tempt on the part of the Evil One to thwart him in his alms- 
giving. He was too courageous to flinch, nor did he waver in 
politeness or charm, but spoke firmly to Mara: [10] “In your 
concern for my good you have considerately shown me the 
proper path to take. How very fitting that deities should ex- 
press their compassion for others by taking appropriate ac- 
tion. [11] But while it is right to try and cure an illness before it 
declares itself, or immediately it does so, once a disease has 
made progress, owing to a wrong regimen, it is futile to apply 
remedies. [12] This generosity I suffer from has, I fear, gone 
beyond the reach of medicine. For, despite your concern for 
my good, my heart will never shrink from charity. {13} And, as 
for what you said about wickedness being the outcome of 
generosity and about wealth being the prerequisite of virtue, 
my weak human intellect cannot grasp how wealth without 
generosity can be called the path to virtue. (14) Does wealth 
produce virtue when it is hoarded away, or when thieves lay 
violent hands on it, or when it sinks to the bottom of the sea, 
or when it serves as fuel for a fire? [15] And what you said about 
the donor going to hell and the recipient going to heaven, so 
far from restraining me, has made me more eager to give. [16] 
May your words come true and may my petitioners reach 
heaven. For I enjoy giving because of the good it does others, 
not as a means toward bringing about my own happiness.” 

Again Mara, the evil one, persisted in addressing the Bo- 
dhisattva, as though for his own good: [17] “Decide for yourself 
whether what I have said is sound advice or nonsense. Then 
take whichever course you like. In happiness or in remorse 
you will have reason to remember me with respect." 


“My dear friend,” replied the Bodhisattva, “you must ex- 
cuse me. [18] I would rather fall into this raging hellfire and 
have the flames lick my lolling head than ignominiously re- 
ject the opportunity of doing favors for those petitioners 
whose requests are an act of friendship.” 

With these words the Bodhisattva, knowing the strength 
of his luck and certain that generosity was no sin, shook off 
his family and retainers, who were intent on restraining him. 
His desire to give alms was greater than ever as he proceeded 
imperturbably through the hell. {19} Then, by the power of his 
merit, a lotus sprang up before him. It was not rooted in mud 
like other lotuses and, with its bright row of petals, seemed 
to be baring its teeth in a contemptuous grin at Mara? This 
lotus, which had been produced as a result of the Bodhisatt- 
va’s exceptional merit, served him as a stepping-stone to 
reach the Pratyekabuddha. Gladness and joy filled the Bo- 
dhisattva's heart as he gave the Pratyekabuddha alms. (20) And 
to show his pleasure, the monk flew up into the sky, where 
he shone with the splendor of a cloud, blazing and coruscat- 
ing with the glitter of lightning. [21] Mara’s brightness, however, 
grew dim with despair, as his hopes lay shattered. He could 
not bear to look the Bodhisattva in the face and disappeared 
forthwith, together with the hell. 

What, then, has this exemplified? That good men discount 
personal risk in their readiness to give. How can anyone in 
comfortable circumstances refuse to do so? 
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Avisahya the Merchant 


OOD PEOPLE'DOIJjNOT'GURLATPEPITEPR 
generosity either when they notice their money dwindling or 
in the hope of building up a fortune. 

According to tradition, the Lord, while still a Bodhisattva, 
was once a merchant who had a host of good qualities: gen- 
erosity, decency, good breeding, self-discipline, religious 
learning, wisdom, humility, and so on. He was like Kubera,’ 
so rich was he, and his hospitality to all comers resulted in a 
ceaseless flow of gifts and alms. He was a model of generosity, 
devoting himself entirely to the good of others. And, as nei- 
ther selfishness nor any other vice could corrupt him, he was 
known to all as Avisahya, the Incorruptible. (1j The moment 
he and his petitioners set eyes on each other both parties 
were overjoyed, since mutual satisfaction was a certainty. [2] 
He could not say no to the earnest demands on his generos- 
ity: great compassion had ousted from his heart all attach- 
ment to material things. [3] When beggars emptied his house 
of its valuables he was absolutely delighted, for he well knew 
that possessions, being such a formidable and massive liabil- 
ity, can cause a sudden, inexplicable feeling of aversion. (4] 
Riches make most people greedy, and so are like caravans 
lurching down the road to perdition. But his were riches in 
the true sense, since they brought happiness to others as well 
as to himself. 

The Great Being gladdened the beggarfolk for miles 
around, not merely because he bestowed wealth without stint 
and always according to need but because he did so with such 
good grace. 

Reports of his bounty reached Sakra, lord of the gods, and 
filled him with amazement. He wanted to test the Bodhisatt- 


va's strength of purpose, and so every day he saw to it that 
whatever money, grain, jewels, and clothing had been col- 
lected should disappear, thinking that the merchant might 
perhaps be alarmed to see his property drain away, and that 
this would induce him to think a selfish thought. Yet the 
Great Being remained as devoted as ever to giving things 
away. [5] As his goods vanished, like drops of water under the 
sun's assault, so, in his munificence, did he bring more from 
his house, just as though it were on fire. Sakra’s amazement 
grew when he realized that the merchant was quite set on 
giving things away even while the best part of his fortune was 
disappearing. 

One night he made Avisahya's entire stock of belongings 
disappear, except for a coil of rope and a sickle. When the 
Bodhisattva woke as usual, at dawn, he saw neither money 
nor grain, neither clothing nor even attendants—not one of 
his belongings. The house stood empty, in desolate silence. It 
might have been ransacked by demons, it looked so bleak. 
Wondering what this could mean, he made a round of the 
house; but all he could find was the coil of rope and the 
sickle. It occurred to him that someone unused to begging, 
who lived by his daring, had perhaps favored his home with a 
visit. If so, his wealth had found a good use. On the other 
hand, it would be a pity if someone resentful of his great 
prosperity had pointlessly hidden away his fortune. [6] He al- 
ready knew that wealth is a fickle friend, but that the needy 
should suffer on that account was torture to him. [7] How 
would they feel when they came to his house and found it 
empty—they who had long been used to being treated with 
gifts and hospitality? They would be like thirsty men coming 
to a pool that had dried up. Even so, relying on his own 
strength of character, the Bodhisattva did not taste the bitter- 
ness of despair. Nor could he bring himself, even in his pre- 
sent plight, to appeal to others for help—not even to people 
he knew—for the role of beggar was alien to him. Indeed, 
realizing now just how hard it is to beg, he felt all the more 
sorry for those who were forced to do so. He was anxious still 
to welcome and be of help to the beggarfolk, and so, taking 
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the coil of rope and sickle, the Great One went out every day 
and cut grass. And with the tiny sums he earned by selling it, 
he attended to the needs of beggars. 

When Sakra, lord of the gods, saw how resilient the Great 
One was and how, even in extreme poverty, his thoughts were 
only of giving, he felt respect as well as amazement. Never- 
theless, he revealed himself in his celestial, supernatural 
form, hovering in the air, and addressed these words to the 
Great Being, to dissuade him from being so generous: “Mas- 
ter merchant, [8] neither kings nor thieves nor fire nor water? 
have deprived you of your fortune: it is your own excessive 
generosity that has reduced you to this state which is a cause 
for anxiety to your friends. {9} Therefore it is with your own 
good in view that I tell you to curb this disastrous passion for 
giving. Even in your present state you could still regain your 
former opulence were you to stop giving. (10] Constant expend- 
iture, however modest, eventually exhausts one's earnings, 
just as constant heaping builds up anthills—from which you 
may conclude that if one wants to get rich the only way is to 
practice restraint." 

In replying to Sakra, the Bodhisattva showed the magnan- 
imity inherent in his habitual generosity: [11] “God of the thou- 
sand eyes, any decent person finds it extremely difficult to do 
something base, even when in dire straits. I would rather have 
no money, if I have to be a miser to get it. (127 When poor men 
fall back on something as soul destroying as beggary to es- 
cape their woes, can anyone with pretensions to nobility dash 
their hopes with a refusal, like a bolt from the blue? [13] How 
could someone like myself possibly accept a jewel, or money, 
or even the rulership of heaven and not use it to gladden 
beggars’ faces that are pale with the strain of begging? [14] Any 
possession that increases the sin of selfishness or does noth- 
ing to confirm one’s wish to renounce what one has is noth- 
ing but a drawback in disguise and is itself to be renounced 
by such as myself. [15] Riches are as fickle as the flicker of 
forked lightning. They are a prey to all comers and cause 
endless tribulation, while gifts are a source of happiness. 
How, then, can any decent person choose to be selfish? [16] I 


am touched by the concern you show for me in giving this 
advice, Sakra, but, after getting such constant delight from 
giving things away, how could I be happy if I altered my ways? 
[17] But my lord, do not let this incline you to anger: the hostile 
citadel presented by my natural disposition needs a not in- 
considerable force to scale it!" 

“Master merchant? answered Sakra, "you behave as 
though you were a man of means whose treasury and granary 
are piled high, whose various important affairs are making 
successful progress, whose future is assured, and who has 
imposed his authority on others. But that is not the case with 
you. Now look: [18] you ought to choose an honest trade. Either 
follow your own bent or take up some respectable employ- 
ment in the family tradition. This way you will make a for- 
tune and, like the sun, surpass all rivals in brilliance. (19) Make 
a point of displaying humility toward people, bring joy to 
your friends and relations; then, when you have won respect 
from the king himself and when Fortune seems to embrace 
you like a loving woman, [20] any impulse you may have to give 
things away or to enjoy yourself will cause no comment. But 
a ruined man wanting to be generous is rather like a nestling 
wanting to soar into the sky. [21] So, then, acquire a fortune by 
exercising self-control and modesty—and, in the meantime, 
enough of this urge to give. Besides, how can your failure to 
give be termed meanness when you have nothing to give?" 

“My lord, you insist too much,” said the Bodhisattva. [22] 
“Even someone who finds his own affairs more important 
than other people's ought to give, without regard to his 
means. For, however great his wealth, the pleasure he gets 
from it cannot compare with the satisfaction of overcoming 
his own miserliness by giving things away. [23] Mere wealth will 
not get you to heaven, while generosity will at least earn you 
a reputation for goodness. Since money prevents one from 
overcoming selfishness and other such faults, who can refuse 
to be generous? [24] But he who is compelled by pity to dedi- 
cate himself to looking after all creatures, even those in the 
grip of old age and death, he who knows not the savor of 
happiness because of other people's unhappiness—what 
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could he possibly want even with your divine splendor? 
Moreover, [25] the enjoyment of wealth is as uncertain as the 
duration of life. Therefore, when one receives a beggar one 
should not give a thought to one's means. [26] If one carriage 
makes a track on the ground, the next one travels along it 
that much more surely, and so does the one after. Conse- 
quently I have no desire to abandon the good road I have set 
out on and to take to a bad one instead. (27) And should I ever 
recoup my fortune, I will certainly use it to bring joy to the 
hearts of beggars. But, even as things stand now, I shall give 
as much as I can, and, my lord Sakra, may I never neglect my 
vow of charity." 

The lord of the gods was completely won over by what the 
Great One said; he applauded him and, with a look of respect 
and affection, said: [28] “There is no cruelty, no baseness to 
which people will not stoop in pursuit of gain, even though 
it harm their good name. They are so concerned for their own 
well-being that they are heedless of danger and are led astray 
by their silly ideas. [29] You, however, are quite oblivious to 
your lost fortune and blighted happiness as well as to my own 
inveiglements. By concentrating on the furtherance of other 
people's affairs you have shown how great your own attain- 
ments are. [30] Your heart radiates an exceptional nobility. Oh 
how free it is of all taint of selfishness, such that, even when 
your riches have vanished, it does not alter and become less 
generous in the hopes of retrieving them. [31] Yet it is not sur- 


' prising that you, who suffer at the suffering of others, you, 


who by force of pity seek to better the world, should no more 
be shaken in your bounty by me than a snow-white mountain 
be shaken by the wind. (32) I have hidden your possessions so 
as to bring you even greater glory by putting you to the test. 
It is just the same with a gem, which, however beautiful it 
may be, only becomes famous as a jewel of great value by 
means of assay. [33] And so, shower gifts on beggars like a huge 
cloud filling up ponds. By my favor your riches will never fail. 
And please forgive the way I have behaved.” 

With these words of approval, Sakra restored the Great 


One’s large fortune to him, begged his pardon, and disap- 
peared there and then. 

So, then—good people do not curtail their generosity 
either when they notice their money dwindling or in the 
hope of building up a fortune. 
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The Hare 


VEN WHEN BORN AS ANIMALS THE 
noble-hearted show a bent for generosity, as far as they are 
able. What excuse, then, can a human being have for not 
being generous? 

There was a certain wild region where hermits used to live. 
Trees, shrubs, and grasses grew there in lovely profusion with 
masses of fruit and flowers, and at the forest edge flowed a 
beautiful river with clear water of an aquamarine blue. The 
ground was covered with soft turf, pleasant underfoot and a 
delight to the eye. Here, according to tradition, the Bodhi- 
sattva was once born as a hare. [1] Because he was courageous, 
handsome, extremely strong, and full of energy, the danger- 
ous animals did not give him a thought and he lived there 
without fear, like the king of beasts. 12} With his own pelt 
serving as the hermit's goatskin shawl and with his fur doing 
duty for the loincloth of bark, he was like a hermit himself, 
content to live off tufts of grass. [3] His every thought, word, 
and deed was so transparently kind that animals who were 
openly vicious generally behaved as gently as disciples. 

He had three companions—an otter, a jackal, and a mon- 
key—who were specially devoted to him and full of love and 
respect for his exceptional qualities. They lived together on 
terms of intimacy, like relatives bound by mutual affection, 
like friends whose friendship has grown by respecting one 
another's needs. Contrary to animal nature, they showed pity 
to living things. They had mastered greed, and so never 
thought of stealing. They lived a blameless life, in harmony 
with nature, and, being keenly intelligent, behaved with the 
punctilious courtesy and the moderation expected of re- 
spectable people. All this was a source of wonder even to the 


gods. [4] To opt for the side of good when faced with a choice 
between pleasant-but-wrong and unpleasant-but-right earns 
even a man some distinction, not to speak of a being in ani- 
mal form. (5) Of the three, the one in the form of a hare was 
their teacher. He was accomplished and also showed great 
compassion for others. His fine character was so richly en- 
dowed with a whole gamut of virtues that their fame reached 
even as far as heaven. 

One evening the friends came to hear the Teaching and 
were respectfully sitting at the feet of the Great One. The 
moon had risen and was almost full. Because of its distance 
from the sun it shone brightly, like a silver mirror without a 
handle. And since part of the rim was slightly eclipsed, the 
Bodhisattva realized it must be the fourteenth night of the 
bright half of the month, and said to his companions: [6] 
"Look! the moon is waxing full and seems to wear a smile on 
its shining face, as it announces the holy fast day! to all good 
men. Tomorrow must be the fifteenth. So be sure you carry 
out the fast-day rule of not seeing to your own sustenance 
without first presenting choice food, obtained in the pre- 
scribed manner, to any guest who chances to arrive. For you 
realize: [7] all attachments end in parting, high attainments in 
rude downfall. Life hangs by a thread and is as transient as a 
flicker of lightning. Therefore you should constantly be on 
the alert [8] and at the same time make every effort to increase 
your store of merit by being generous and crowning your 
generosity with a good character. For merit is the main prop 
for creatures struggling on their hard journey from one birth 
to another. [9] That the moon in its loveliness outshines the 
host of stars, that the sun in its splendor eclipses all the lights 
of heaven, is due to the intensity of their good qualities. (10] It 
is by force of merit that monarchs make their haughty min- 
isters and vassal kings submit to the yoke of their authority 
like docile horses, all pride abated and almost with gladness. 
[11] Ill fortune dogs those who are without merit, despite their 
worldly wise? maneuvering, for, finding it intolerable to be 
rebuffed by those who are rich in merit, she courts those who 
are set against it. [12] So shun the path of demerit with its in- 


33 


34 


herent misery and inevitable disgrace and concentrate in- 
stead on opportunities for acquiring merit: they are a splen- 
did way of procuring happiness." 

The others readily accepted his advice, saluted him with 
respect, walked round him in reverence, and went off each to 
his own home. 

Before his companions had gone far it occurred to the 
Great One: [13] suppose a guest were to arrive; the others could 
somehow receive him with due honor, but he himself was in 
a lamentable position—114] he could not possibly offer his 
guest blades of grass which he had nibbled off with his own 
teeth; besides they tasted terribly bitter. How utterly helpless 
he was! [15] Such pathetic inadequacy made life seem pointless 
to him. A guest, who should be a source of joy, would only 
cause him anguish. How, then, might he be of use to someone 
by ridding himself of this puny body which, in its inability to 
attend to the needs of a guest, was of no use? 

At this point in his deliberations the Great One collected 
his wits. Of course, [16] he had the very thing with which to 
regale a guest adequately. It was ready to hand, there was 
nothing the matter with it, and it certainly was his, namely, 
his own body. Why then despair? (17] He had found something 
suitable to offer a guest and so could banish wretched despair 
from his heart. With this paltry body of his he would satisfy 
the needs of any guest as they arose. 

On reaching this conclusion the Great Being felt su- 
premely happy, as though he had made a great gain. And he 
remained where he was. 

[18] The marvelous idea that had blossomed in his heart re- 
vealed to the celestial beings both his kindness and his 
strength. [19] The earth and the mountains shook with delight, 
so it seemed, and earth's garment, the ocean, grew restless. 
The sound of heavenly drums pervaded the air, and the sky 
gloried in a pellucid brightness. {20} All around, dazzling 
clouds, wreathed with lightning, rumbled continuously but 
softly, smothering him with a thick shower of flowers whose 
pollen was shaken out as they collided. (21) The wind blew 


steadily and lifted the fragrant pollen off the various flower- 
ing trees in such a way that it seemed to be joyfully honoring 
him with veils of muslin, whose patterns became distorted as 
they billowed out. On all sides the deities were talking of the 
Great One's wonderful idea in delighted amazement, and 
when Sakra, their lord, came to hear of it, surprise and curi- 
osity got the better of him, and he wanted to find out what 
sort of a being this was. 

Next day, at noon—when the sun reaches its apogee and 
the heat of its rays is at its fiercest, when the sky is swathed 
in a web of shimmering light and the glaring heat acts as a 
veil to prevent one seeing it, when shadows in the forest 
shrink and the lisp of cicadas sounds louder, when birds 
cease to flit about and wayfarers become weary and enervated 
in the heat—then Sakra, lord of the gods, in the guise of a 
brahmin, pretended he had lost his way and burst out with a 
loud lament in the pathetic tones of one who was overcome 
with hunger, thirst, exhaustion, and despair. He uttered these 
cries not very far from where the four animals lived: (22) “I have 
lost touch with my traveling companions and am alone and 
astray in this deep forest. Will some kind person please res- 
cue me. I am weak with hunger and exhaustion. [23] I cannot 
tell the right path from the wrong, have lost all sense of direc- 
tion, and am walking at random, alone in this wilderness. 
Will anyone comfort me with some reassuring words?—I 
who am faint with heat and thirst." 

The sound of this pitiable call for help shook those Great 
Beings to the core. Anxiously they made for the spot as fast 
as they could, and, catching sight of someone with the 
woebegone look of a traveler who had lost his way, they went 
up, gave him a polite welcome, and consoled him, saying: [24] 
"Do not fret any more about being lost in the wilderness; in 
our company you will feel just as though you were among 
your own group of disciples. {25} Today at least, dear sir, do us 
the favor of accepting our hospitality. Tomorrow you may go 
as you please.” 

Taking his silence to imply that he accepted the invitation, 
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the otter hurried off in a flurry of excitement and returned 
with seven carp. He explained as he offered them: [26] "I found 
these seven fish on dry land, looking as though they had 
fallen asleep in sheer exhaustion. Either some fishermen 
carelessly left them there or they leapt out of the water in 
fright. Eat them and spend the night here.” 

Then the jackal too fetched such food as lay ready to hand, 
made the traveler a bow, and respectfully said: (27) “Here, I have 
got a lizard and a bowl of sour milk which someone has left 
behind. Take them to please me, and make this forest your 
home, you who are a home for good qualities.” So saying, he 
handed the food to the traveler and felt extremely pleased. 

Next, the monkey brought some mangoes. Their perfect 
ripeness could be judged by their soft texture, by their deep 
orange color (as though they had been dyed in realgar), by 
the base of their stalks being deep red, and by their round- 
ness. Putting his hands together in salutation, the monkey 
said: [28] “Ripe mangoes, delicious water, and shade as refresh- 
ing as the pleasure of good company—these I have to offer, 
most worthy brahmin. Enjoy them and spend the night here.” 

Finally the hare came forward, greeted the traveler po- 
litely, and, looking at him with respect, invited him to accept 
his own body: [29]? "A hare who has grown up in the forest has 
no beans, no sesamum, no rice to offer. But cook this body of 
mine and eat it. Then stay overnight in this hermitage. (30) On 
the happy occasion when a guest arrives and is in need, every- 
one provides something from his store to satisfy the guest's 
wants. I possess nothing but my body. So please accept this 
my entire belongings.” To this Sakra replied: [31] “How could I, 
a brahmin, possibly kill another creature, let alone someone 
like you, who has shown me such friendliness?” “That, com- 
ing from a brahmin imbued with compassion, is as it should 
be,” said the hare. "But at least, sir, do me the favor of staying 
here while I find some way of doing myself a favor as well" 

Sakra, lord of the gods, guessed what was in his mind and 
conjured up a heap of live coals the color of refined gold. 
Tongues of flame darted out, a mass of sparks scattered wide, 


and there was no smoke. The hare, who was looking around 
everywhere, caught sight of this fiery mass and delightedly 
said to Sakra: “Here is how I can do myself a favor. Please 
fulfil my hopes of doing so by consuming my body. For you 
must realize, great brahmin, [32] giving is a duty, and my heart 
is set on it. A guest such as you is worthy of such a thing, and 
an opportunity like this is not easily come by. I count on you. 
So do not disappoint me.” With this entreaty the Great One 
pressed his hospitality upon Sakra, so anxious was he to do 
him honor. [33] Then he looked at the blazing fire as eagerly as 
a beggar would stare at a pile of treasure, and suddenly threw 
himself onto it in an ecstasy, like a solitary goose alighting on 
a lake of bright lotuses. The sight filled Sakra with utter as- 
tonishment. He resumed his own shape and expressed his 
admiration for the Great One first with a shower of flowers 
from heaven, then with words that delighted both heart and 
hearing. Then he took him in his hands, lovely as pink lo- 
tuses and adorned with beautiful rings, and showed him to 
the gods. “Behold, you gods who dwell in heaven, and rejoice 
at the remarkable exploit of this Great Being. (34) See how he 
has just now unselfishly sacrificed his body out of kindness 
to a guest, while irresolute people cannot even throw away a 
faded garland without dithering over it. (35) How incongruous 
with his animal state is this noble self-sacrifice and keen in- 
telligence! It is an open reproof to all those who show little 
enthusiasm for acquiring merit, be they gods or men. [36] Oh 
how his mind must be steeped in the habit of virtue, how 
devoted to goodness he shows himself to be in acting so 
nobly.” 

Sakra then wished to proclaim this extraordinary deed, 
with a view to the good of all creatures, and so, both at Vaijay- 
anta, his royal palace, and at Sudharma, the gods’ assembly 
hall, he adorned the finials over the upper apartments with 
the image of a hare. And he had it painted on the moon too. 
[37] To this day the hare's image shines in the sky when the 
moon is full, like a reflection in a silver mirror. [38] Ever since 
then the moon, which opens the white lilies and is the mark 
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on the forehead of Night, has been popularly known as “hare 
marked.” * 

And the otter, the jackal, and the monkey— they left this 
world and reached heaven, thanks to their good friend. 

So, then—even when born as animals, the noble hearted 
show a bent for generosity, as far as they are able. What ex- 
cuse, then, can a human being have for not being generous? 
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a fine thing even in an ascetic, let alone in a layman. 

According to tradition, the Lord, while still a Bodhisattva, 
traveling the round of birth and rebirth for the good of the 
world, at one time graced a certain eminent brahmin family 
who, in their outstanding integrity, were like an auspicious 
mark on the face of the earth. He was like the full moon in 
autumn, rising clear in the sky. First he underwent the series 
of purificatory rites prescribed by scripture and tradition, be- 
ginning with the birth ceremony. Then he studied the Vedas 
and the ancillary works, including all the texts on ritual. His 
reputation for learning spread throughout the world, and, 
with the wealth he received by approaching charitable people 
who were lovers of virtue, he came into a vast fortune. [1] Like 
a huge cloud showering rain over the land, he used his wealth 
to bring happiness to any of his friends, relatives, or depen- 
dents who were in distress, as well as to his guests and teach- 
ers whose position demanded it. [2] This munificence brought 
an added luster to his fame for learning, just as the moon is 
even more beautiful when it shines with full luminosity in 
the clear nights of autumn. 

But the Great One found that there was little to relish in 
worldly life and that it leaves one dissatisfied. It brings one 
into close contact with all kinds of vile practices, and that 
does great harm. It makes one uncaring, and the preoccupa- 
tion with getting and keeping money is troublesome. It is the 
target of hundreds of arrows, each one of them a misfortune 
that precludes peace of mind. And it wears one out, since it 
involves one in endless activity. 

On the other hand, he could see that renunciation brought 
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about a happiness that was quite free from these evils and 
favored the pursuit of things spiritual and that it was the basis 
for undertaking that discipline which leads to final release. 
So he rid himself of his fortune, great as it was, which he had 
acquired without trouble and which gave him the pleasure of 
other people's respect, just as though it were a wisp of straw. 
And he became absorbed in the discipline and restraint de- 
manded by the life of an ascetic and mendicant. Yet, even 
when the Great Being had renounced the world, people seek- 
ing spiritual bliss would still come to him, partly because of 
his wide repute, partly because they cherished the memory 
of previous intimacy, partly because they admired his virtues, 
and also because of his remarkable composure. Such was the 
attraction of his multiple virtues. But he did not value the 
company of these worldly people: it ruined the peace of soli- 
tude and prevented him from ridding himself of attachments. 
Because he cherished solitude he retired to the island of Kara, 
which lies in the middle of the Southern Ocean. Its shores 
are lapped by shimmering surf, the waves, tossed by a strong 
wind, being deep blue in color like slivers of sapphire. The 
ground there is strewn with white sand, all kinds of trees 
adorn it with their branches decked with fruits and flowers 
and buds, and inshore lies a clear lake. By settling there he 
added a hermitage to the island's charms. 

(3) His austerities there made him thin, but he radiated such 
energy that he did not look it—like the crescent moon in the 
sky, slender yet, by reason of its loveliness, perfect. (4) There 
he lived in the forest, his sole delight being to keep his vows. 
His gentle manner and subdued senses were a sign of his 
inner calm. Even the birds and beasts, with their limited 
mental powers, realized he was a holy man and followed his 
Ways. 

The Noble One was so used to being generous that even 
living as a hermit he would receive any chance guest with 
such fruit and edible roots as he had to hand, with fresh 
water, a heartfelt welcome, and the usual blessings of an as- 
cetic. Whatever was left of the forest fare after the guests had 
eaten, he ate himself, but only enough to keep alive on. 


As a result of his extreme austerity his fame spread abroad, 
and even Sakra, lord of the gods, was fascinated and wanted 
to test the Great Being's perseverance. So he gradually elimi- 
nated from that wild spot every single edible root and fruit 
that could serve as food for an ascetic. But the Bodhisattva 
was absorbed in meditation and in the habit of feeling con- 
tent. He was free from attachments and indifferent about 
food and his body, and so he did not trouble about why the 
fruit and edible roots should have disappeared. He boiled 
some fresh leaves, and these served as a meal. He felt no 
pangs, no longing for better food, but continued as happy as 
ever: [5] those whose needs are modest never have difficulty in 
finding sustenance: there are always leaves, grass, and a pond 
somewhere. 

The Bodhisattva's staying power amazed Sakra even more 
and confirmed the high opinion he had formed of his virtues. 
But to test him still further he stripped the trees, shrubs, and 
grasses in the jungle of every single leaf, as does a scorching 
wind in summer—whereupon the Bodhisattva gathered the 
freshest of the fallen leaves, boiled them, and lived off them 
without complaint. Wrapped in the bliss of meditation, he 
lived there as though he feasted on ambrosia: [6] modesty in 
the learned, contentment in the hermit, unselfishness in the 
rich—these are the crowning virtues of each. 

At the Bodhisattva’s amazing, imperturbable contentment 
Sakra grew more astonished still. In indignation almost, he 
appeared before him in the guise of a brahmin, pretending to 
be a guest. This was just when the Great Being, at the time 
prescribed by his vow, had poured a libation on the fire, com- 
pleted his prayers, and was scanning the horizon in the hope 
of seeing a guest. The Bodhisattva, in delight, went up to him, 
gave him a friendly greeting, informed him that it was time 
for a meal, and invited him to partake. Concluding from the 
brahmins silence that he accepted the invitation, the Noble 
One’s (7) face lit up, and his eyes opened wide with delight at 
the thought of giving. He welcomed the brahmin with affec- 
tionate words that pleased both heart and hearing, and he 
gave him all the boiled leaves that he had gathered so pains- 
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takingly, while he himself was satisfied simply with the plea- 
sure this caused him. Just as always, he went into the hut 
where he meditated, and he passed that day and night in joy 
and gladness. 

On the following day, and again on the third, Sakra ap- 
peared before him in the same way, at the moment when the 
Noble One observed his vow of hospitality. And the Bodhi- 
sattva in turn received him with the same respect and with 
even greater joy: [8] the habit of compassion makes a good 
man increasingly generous; he does not retract meanly even 
when in desperate difficulties. 

By now Sakra was overwhelmed with utter amazement. He 
realized that the Bodhisattva's extraordinary asceticism was 
such that the sovereignty of heaven was his for the asking. 
This made Sakra fearful and uneasy. So, reassuming his di- 
vine shape of marvelous beauty, he questioned the Bodhi- 
sattva about his motive for doing penance: [9] "What have you 
pinned your hopes on, that you have forsaken your dear fam- 
ily who weep for you, your household and your possessions 
which were a source of happiness, and now dedicate yourself 
to a life of hardship and austerity? (10) After all, no man in his 
senses would reject pleasures that can be had without effort, 
desert his grief-stricken relatives, and retire to a forest her- 
mitage which precludes all comforts, without some serious 
reason. [11] If you feel you can tell me, then please satisfy my 
curiosity. What is it that could so bewitch even your mind 
with the call of virtue?" 

"Sir, let me tell you the reason behind my efforts,” replied 
the Bodhisattva. [12] “Endless rebirth is a great affliction, and 
so are old age, death, and the various forms of illness. 
Thoughts of mortality disturb the mind. So 1 have resolved to 
save the world from these things.” 

Sakra felt relieved that this man had no designs on his 
sovereignty, and his fine words inclined him to feel well dis- 
posed. "Quite right,” he said, with approval, then asked what 
favor he could bestow on the Bodhisattva: (13) “Holy anchorite, 
these words of yours are fine and fitting. I grant you a wish. 
So choose what you like.” 


The pleasures of life meant nothing to the Bodhisattva. 
Even having to ask for something seemed to him irksome, as 
he was naturally content. [14] “If you want to do me the kind- 
ness of granting me a wish,” he said to Sakra, “then this is the 
favor I beg from the foremost of the gods: [15] the fire of 
greed— which can leave the overheated imagination still un- 
satished even when one has got a wife after one's own heart, 
children, power, and riches vaster than one had dreamed of— 
may it never enter my heart." 

The Bodhisattva's predisposition to contentment, evinced 
by his fine words, pleased Sakra all the more. Again he com- 
mended him highly and urged him to make another wish. [16] 
"Holy man, since what you have just said is again fine and 
fitting, I gladly offer you another favor, as a gift in return" 

Then, to show how difficult it is to rid oneself entirely of 
defects, the Bodhisattva again taught him the Law, though 
ostensibly asking a favor: (17) “If you are going to grant me a 
wish, Sakra—you in whom all good qualities reside—then I 
beg this second favor, and it is no mean one. O lord of the 
gods: [18] the fire of hatred — which overwhelms people like an 
enemy, so that they suffer loss of money, purity of caste, 
and the happiness of a good name—may it keep far away 
from me.” 

On hearing this, Sakra was overcome with admiration. 
“Excellent! excellent!” he said, respectfully congratulating 
him. [19] “How right that Fame, like a loving woman, should 
attend those who have renounced the world. So accept a favor 
from me for yet another fine saying.” 

In the guise of accepting his offer the Bodhisattva ex- 
pressed his aversion to human defects by condemning any 
contact with people who suffered from them. [20] “May I never 
have to hear, see, or speak to a fool or endure the misery and 
oppression of having to stay with one. This is the favor I beg 
of you.” 

[21] "Surely anyone in distress is especially deserving of a 
good man’s sympathy,” said Sakra. “Now, because it is the 
root of all evil, stupidity is regarded as the worst affliction, [22] 
and it is the fool who has a particular claim on your sympa- 
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thy. How is it that someone as compassionate as you does not 
even want to set eyes on such a one?” 

“Because there is no help for him,” replied the Bodhisattva. 
“Look sir, [23] if a fool could somehow be cured, how could 
anyone like me fail to make every effort on his behalf? But 
you must understand that such a case will not benefit from 
treatntent. [24] He does the wrong thing as though it were the 
right, and he wants to coerce his neighbor into it too. Polite- 
ness and decency are alien to him. So he gets angry even 
when someone speaks to him for his own good. [25] In the all- 
consuming illusion of his self-conceit he is truculent and ill- 
tempered even with well-wishers. He is lax about exercising 
self-control and behaves impetuously. Tell me, how can one 
help sucha person? [26] Since not even the compassionate have 
power to help a worthless fool, O best among the gods, I have 
no wish even to set eyes on one.” 

“Excellent! excellent!” said Sakra, applauding what he 
heard. Well pleased with these wise words, he continued: [27] 
“Pearls of wisdom have no price, I know. But, like a token 
offering of flowers, I gladly grant you a wish in return for 
them.” 

The Bodhisattva, to show how good people are a delight in 
all circumstances, said to Sakra: [28] “I would like to see a wise 
man, listen to him, stay with him, talk with him. Grant me 
this wish, O greatest among the gods.” 

“You certainly seem to be a great partisan of the wise,” said 
Sakra. “So tell me now, (29] what have the wise done for you, 
holy sage? Say why it is toat you show this slightly absurd 
eagerness to see a wise man.” 

To demonstrate the nobility of good men, the Bodhisattva 
said: “Sir, hear why I have conceived this desire to see a wise 
man. It is because [30] he follows the path of virtue himself and 
also guides others that way. He is not impatient of good ad- 
vice, unpleasant though it may be. (31) Being so conspicuously 
sincere and modest, he is always open to good advice. That is 
why my heart, which inclines toward virtue, goes out to him 
who does likewise.” 

“Excellent! That is absolutely right.” said Sakra with ap- 


proval, and, feeling more kindly disposed than ever, he in- 
vited the Bodhisattva to make another wish. [32] "Since you are 
the quintessence of contentment, everything must be perfect 
for you. But consider it as a kindness to me, and please make 
a wish: [33] a favor that is offered in the hopes that it will be of 
help, that is tendered with devotion, and that stretches one's 
resources to the utmost, causes great unhappiness if not ac- 
cepted.” 

The Bodhisattva saw how much Sakra wished to be of ser- 
vice, and so, with the intention of pleasing and edifying him 
simultaneously, he displayed the full force of his own desire 
to give. [34] "Your ambrosial food, which is faultless and never 
failing, your tender heart, which delights in being generous, 
your beggars who are patently genuine—may all these be 
mine. That is the wish I would like fulfilled.” 

“You really are a fount of eloquence.” said Sakra. [35] “Not 
only will everything be just as you ask, but I shall give you yet 
another wish in return for these fine words.” 

[36] "Greatest of all the gods,” said the Bodhisattva, “if you 
are going to grant me a wish that will be of assistance to me, 
then do not come near me again blazing like this. Such is the 
wish I beg from the destroyer of the demons.” 

At this Sakra was completely taken aback and replied in 
apparent indignation: “Do not say that! (37) People here on 
earth say prayers, make vows and offerings, and endure aus- 
terities just to get a glimpse of me. Now why should you have 
no such desire? I am here only because I want to grant you a 
wish.” 

“Please, no more of this show of anger,” replied the Bo- 
dhisattva. “I humbly entreat your lordship: what I said was 
not meant to be rude or to show disrespect or to imply lack 
of devotion to your highness. But [38] when I set eyes on your 
extraordinary, superhuman form, serenely beautiful yet blaz- 
ing with fiery energy, I am afraid the sight of you, however 
mild and gentle, might distract me from my austerities.” 

Then Sakra bowed, walked around him with reverence, 
and disappeared then and there. At daybreak the Bodhisattva 
espied a great quantity of food and drink, brought from 
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heaven by Sakra, and many hundreds of Pratyekabuddhas! 
who had been summoned at Sakra's behest, as well as a host 
of godlings, tightly girded and ready to serve. [39] The holy man 
was sublimely happy to be able to entertain those great sages 
to a meal with the food and drink provided, while he himself 
was content with the subsistence proper to an ascetic and, 
likewise, with the restraint necessary to achieve the succes- 
sive stages of meditative trance and the four cardinal virtues.? 

So, then— generosity on a heroic scale is a fine thing even 
in an ascetic, let alone in a layman. 





Maitribala 


HE TRULY COMPASSIONATE ARE SO 
upset by the hardships of others that they give no thought to 
their own well-being. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva, in the nobility of 
his soul, was steeped in compassion and so determined to 
save mankind that he was forever surpassing himself in gen- 
erosity, self-control, restraint, gentleness, and all the other 
superior qualities needed to achieve good in the world. It was 
then that he is said to have been a king, called Maitribala, 
who was kindhearted toward all creatures. [1] In sorrow or in 
joy the king was at one with his subjects, and from this came 
his skill at governing both by political means and by the 
sword. [2] His sword, however, was merely decorative, since 
even kings received his commands with bowed heads, while 
his political acumen was apparent in the prudent measures 
he took for promoting the welfare of his subjects. [3] He dealt 
out rewards and punishments impartially, and in his benevo- 
lence and political skill he was to his subjects like an attentive 
father. 

While ruling his people with such fairness, he promoted 
the welfare of others through being truthful, generous, calm, 
and wise. Every day he added to those sublime deeds that are 
the essential prerequisite for attaining enlightenment. 

One day five ogres visited his realm. Kubera! their master 
had banished them from his kingdom for some offence. 
These ogres sapped people of their vital strength and were 
expert murderers as well. They soon saw that the country was 
free from any sort of trouble and was extremely prosperous 
and that, in consequence, its people were happy, contented, 
and thriving, always with some festival or other in progress. 
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This only spurred them on to drain the population of its 
vigor. [4] Yet, though they exerted themselves to the utmost in 
their task, they failed to weaken the people who lived in the 
king's realm. [5] His power was so extraordinary that the mere 
thought that one possessed it oneself was the best possible 
protection. And so it was that the ogres were unable to sap 
the people's vigor. 

When, even after one last effort, they quite failed to debil- 
itate a single inhabitant of that country, they looked at one 
another and said: “Friends, what can this possibly mean? [6] It 
is not as if they had some special knowledge or spiritual re- 
serves that give them supernatural power capable of counter- 
acting our might. Yet here we all are, no longer able to live up 
to our name.” 

Thereupon the ogres turned themselves into brahmins, 
and as they walked along together they caught sight of a 
cowherd who lived in the forest. He was sitting on the grass 
under a shady tree and was wearing sandals and a garland 
woven of sprigs and blossoms from the trees of the forest. He 
was by himself and had laid his crook and hatchet down on 
his right. As he pored over a rope he was twisting, he sang 
with noisy abandon. 

The ogres went up to him as he sat there, and said: 
“Cowherd! hey there! How comes it you're not afraid, roam- 
ing this forest all by yourself, meeting no one, cut off from 
the world?" He looked up at them and said: “What’s there to 
be afraid of?" The ogres replied: "Have you never heard be- 
fore of the frightful habits of ogres, goblins, and imps? [7] 
Even if he had others for company and was fortified with 
spells, spiritual powers, and charms, a man would find it hard 
to escape those goblins who feed on human flesh and fat. 
Bravery and contempt for fear would not be enough. [8] So 
how is it that you aren't afraid of them, all by yourself in these 
deep woods, remote and eery?” 

The cowherd burst out laughing at what they said, and 
answered: [9] “The people of this country are protected by a 
powerful talisman. Even the chief of the gods can do nothing 
to them, let alone cannibals. {10} And so I roam this forest, day 





and night alike, as though I were in my own home, all alone, 
yet as secure as if I were somewhere crowded with people.” 

The ogres were full of curiosity and tried to draw him out 
by speaking in deferential tones: "Sir, do please tell us what 
sort of special talisman this is of yours." 

Again the cowherd laughed, and said: "Well, just listen to 
what sort of a marvel this special talisman of ours is. [11] His 
breast is as broad as a crag on Mount Meru.? His face is as 
lovely as the clear moon in autumn. His arms are long and 
brawny and look like bars of gold. He moves and looks just 
like a bull. Such is our king. And such is our special talis- 
man." Then, looking at the ogres with surprise, he indig- 
nantly added: "But how extraordinary—112) when our king's 
prowess is so far-famed, how comes it that news of it hasn't 
reached your ears? Or perhaps you have heard about it but 
discounted it as too extraordinary, and so it has left no im- 
pression. [13] I expect the people in your country are averse to 
the pursuit of virtue or simply do not care about it. Or else 
the king's renown will have escaped them because the stock 
of good fortune has run out where you have come from. But 
you must still have some good luck left, seeing that you have 
left such a savage land and come here.” 

"Gentle sir," replied the ogres, “tell us what kind of power 
this king has, such that demons can do no harm to the people 
who live in his realm.” 

"Our king's power comes to him as a result of his noble 
nature,” answered the cowherd. “You see, my worthy brah- 
mins, [14] his power rests on kindness: his army with its motley 
pennants is a mere matter of form. Anger is unknown to him. 
He cannot utter a harsh word. He rules his country properly. 
The Law he follows is good policy, not deceitful statecraft. 
His wealth is at the service of all good men. And, paragon 
that he is, he neither appropriates bad people's money nor 
succumbs to pride: such are the countless qualities with 
which our lord is endowed. That is why nothing untoward 
can affect the people who live in his realm. But I can tell you 
only a little. If you want to hear about the king's merits you'd 
best go to the capital itself. There you will see people content 


49 


XD 


50 


with their lot and so keeping within the bounds of propriety; 
happy and prosperous in the assurance of continued security 
and abundant provisions; beautifully but not showily 
dressed; and extremely kind to visitors and guests. They are 
so captivated by the king's goodness that they take delight in 
rehearsing hymns that redound to his glory, as though chant- 
ing some magic formula or charm. The sight of these people 
will give you some idea of the scale of the king's goodness. 
The great regard for his merits will be so much in evidence 
that you will want to see him and witness his goodness your- 
selves." 

The ogres, who could not bear the way the king resisted 
their power, were by no means softened by this eulogy, well- 
deserved though it was, and spoken with affection: 


[15] A fool's fuming anger is fanned to a blaze 
When the object of his fury wins any praise. 


Aware of the king's generous leanings and bent on his un- 
doing, the ogres approached him at the time he gave audi- 
ence, and begged a meal. The king was delighted, and or- 
dered his stewards to be quick and give the brahmins a 
sumptuous meal. The meal was brought. It was fit for a king. 
But the ogres refused it, as tigers would refuse green grass. 
“This isn't the sort of food we eat,” they said. At this the king 
went up to them and asked: “Then what sort of food would 
you like, so that it can be fetched?" To which the ogres re- 
plied: [16] “Human flesh, dripping blood, warm and fresh. That 
is what ogres have for meat and drink, O lotus-eyed monarch 
who would never go back on his word.” Thereupon they re- 
sumed their own distorted, terrifying features—mouths with 
gaping fangs, bloodshot eyes asquint and blazing fiercely, 
noses flat and misshapen with flared nostrils, red hair and 
beards flaming like tongues of fire, complexions dark as 
storm clouds. 

At the sight of them the king realized the truth: they were 
demons, not men, and that was why they did not like the food 
and drink he had offered them. {17} In the pureness of his heart, 








the king, who was compassionate by nature, felt even greater 
compassion for them. He felt nothing but pity as he bewailed 
the plight of the ogres. And, inexorably, he reasoned as fol- 
lows: (18] “For a sensitive person to procure such food and 
drink would be no light matter, and he would have to go in 
search of it day after day. Think of the utter misery it would 
cause him. [19] A hard-hearted person may fail in his attempt 
to get it and so merely feel frustrated. But suppose he did 
succeed; what would be more pernicious than habitually 
committing such a crime? [20] These evil-hearted ogres, devoid 
of pity, craving for this kind of food, and destroying their own 
best interests both in this world and the next—will they ever 
reach the end of their misery? How, then, could I procure 
them the right food, if only for a day, and so obviate their 
need to injure others? [21] I do not remember ever having dis- 
appointed any of those who have come to me with a re- 
quest—and so to have banished the gleam of hope from their 
faces, making them look as woebegone as lotuses withered by 
the winter wind. But wait! I have it! (22 From my own body I 
shall give them some thick, solid lumps of flesh, dripping 
with blood. What else could I do that would answer the needs 
of those who have come to me for help? [23] For the flesh of 
those who have died a natural death is bloodless and no 
longer warm and certainly won't please these ogres, whose 
ravenous hunger shows in their physical suffering. In the first 
place, how can I take flesh from another living being? And, 
second, how can these creatures who have come to me, hol- 
low eyed and sunken cheeked with hunger and thirst, go 
away like this, feeling even more frustrated because the hopes 
they had formed have proved barren? So this is the moment 
to act. [24] Like a malignant ulcer, this body is a constant nui- 
sance and source of pain. I shall now put it to extraordinary 
use and make some return in kind that will give me ample 
satisfaction." 

His eyes and face brightened in an access of joy at having 
come to this decision, and, pointing to his body, the king said 
to the ogres: [25] “If this flesh and blood, which I maintain 
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purely for the good of the world, were now to be of use in 
giving hospitality, it would be a positive gain to me, and I 
would consider myself most fortunate.” 

The ogres realized what the king had in mind, but found 
it so extraordinary that they were incredulous. Even so, they 
replied: [26] "Once the petitioner has betrayed his own 
wretched state by sinking to beggary, then it is up to the do- 
nor to judge the fitting response.” 

The king took this to mean that they accepted his offer, 
and he was overjoyed. He summoned his doctors to carry out 
the bloodletting. But when his ministers learned of his deci- 
sion to donate his own flesh and blood, they were puzzled, 
indignant, and alarmed. Affection demanded that they speak 
out clearly, somewhat as follows: “Your highness, you should 
not let your passion for generosity make you heedless of the 
consequences for good or evil to your devoted subjects. Nor 
can your honor be unaware of the fact that [27] demons take 
pleasure in whatever causes harm to your subjects. They bat- 
ten upon other people’s discomfiture with glee. Such is the 
way of their kind, O monarch without fault. [28] Your majesty 
bears the onus of kingship with no thought for your own 
pleasure, purely for the benefit of your people, but your de- 
cision to give away your own flesh deviates from this main 
purpose. So abandon it. (29) There is no doubt that these ogres 
can do nothing to your people as long as they are under your 
powerful protection. Now that their capacity to do harm has 
been brought to naught, they are plotting ill for your subjects 
by underhand means. (30) Offerings of fat, marrow, and such- 
like, poured onto the fire at sacrifices, are perfectly accept- 
able to the gods. Yet, the refined delicacies carefully prepared 
for your majesty are apparently not to the taste of these ogres. 
Though your highness has ideas that cannot be conceived by 
the likes of us, nevertheless, concern for our own affairs com- 
pels us in this case to depart from our usual polite acquies- 
cence. Can it really be in the line of duty for your majesty to 
plunge the whole country into chaos for the sake of these 
five? Besides, how can you have so little faith in us as to offer 
your own flesh and blood when our own, though hitherto 








kept in reserve, are at the service of your highness, and still 
intact?" 

The king then replied to his ministers: [31] “If someone 
plainly asks for something, how can anyone such as I say ‘I 
haven't got it when I have—or shamefully reply ‘I will not 
give it? [32] As your leader in matters of duty and morality, 
suppose I were to take the wrong course: what would become 
of my subjects, who would follow my example? [33] So it is 
precisely with my subjects in view that I am about to extract 
some good out of my body. If I were fainthearted and allowed 
selfish considerations to sway me, would I still have the 
power to do good to my people? And as to your asking how I 
could have so little faith in you as to be ready to give my own 
flesh and blood when yours are still intact—words instinct 
with love and respect for me and full of personal feeling—let 
me try and convince you on this point: nothing has happened 
to stem my feeling of affection toward you. It is not that I am 
no longer sure of you and so am fencing myself off behind a 
barrier of mistrust. But [34] while it would be right to make 
one's needs known among friends if one's wealth had gradu- 
ally dwindled or, by the will of fate, vanished altogether, it 
would not do for a prosperous man to apply to the needy. [35] 
My body is big and bulky and well fed. It exists entirely for 
the sake of the needy. To appeal to you would be monstrous. 
[36] I cannot bear it even when strangers suffer, so imagine how 
I would feel if you did. Therefore I wish to give my own flesh. 
Besides, it is me they are asking, not you. So enough of this 
bold attempt to prevent me doing my duty, though I know it 
springs from deep devotion. Your attitude toward my peti- 
tioners is quite wrong. Just consider: [37] is it or is it not 
proper to restrain someone who wants to give food or what- 
ever for his own good—and especially in a case such as this? 
Please do not insist any further. Think the matter over sensi- 
bly, and that should put a stop to wild thoughts and make 
them more consonant with your office as counselors. Indeed, 
a few words of approval from your lordships would be more 
in place than these anxious looks. ‘Why?’ you ask, 138] ‘don't 
people come every day begging money for this or that?' Yes, 
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but how often will you come across someone with a request 
like this even if you are in the gods’ favor? [39] Here they are. 
This is what they want. And since my body is perishable any- 
way and a source of misery, the slightest hesitation in the 
matter would be base. To suffer from selfishness is to live 
in the depths of delusion. So, gentlemen, please do not ob- 
struct me.” 

With this speech the king convinced the assembled cour- 
tiers. He then summoned his doctors and had five veins in 
his body opened, saying to the ogres: [40] “Gentlemen, please 
do me the greatest favor and assist in this act of piety by 
accepting this gift.” They agreed and, cupping their hands, 
began to drink the king’s dark blood, which was as red as 
sandal water. [41] As those night fiends lapped the king’s blood, 
his body shone like gold—like Mount Meru swathed in lour- 
ing rain clouds, tinged with twilight. [42] The king was so over- 
joyed, so courageous, so resilient, that his body did not suc- 
cumb and he did not lose consciousness. Nor did the flow of 
blood diminish. 

When they had quenched their thirst and refreshed them- 
selves, the ogres told the king: "That's enough.” [43] And now 
that his body, that ever ungrateful object which harbored 
endless ills, had served to show proper regard for the needy, 
the king felt nothing but joy at their having made use of it. 
With mounting delight his eyes and face brightened. He then 
took a sharp sword whose blade was blue and speckless as a 
lotus petal and whose lovely hilt glittered with bright jewels. 
With it he sliced off one piece of flesh after another and of- 
fered them to the ogres. (44) The joy of giving constantly dis- 
tracted his mind from dwelling on the pain of the sword cuts. 
[45] The agony brought on by each stroke of the sharp sword 
was each time suppressed by his joy and so was slow to reg- 
ister in his mind, as though exhausted by the effort of doing 
so. [46] As he fed the pieces of his own flesh to those night 
fiends, he felt pure joy, and it was noticeable how, as a result, 
even the ogres’ cruel hearts softened. [47] He who, through love 
of virtue or by force of pity, is moved to sacrifice his own dear 


f 


body for the sake of others can resuscitate an answering ten- 
derness in hearts that have been seared by the fire of hatred. 

When the ogres saw the king intent on cutting off his own 
flesh, not flinching at the pain and even preserving a look of 
untroubled serenity, they were deeply moved and full of won- 
der. (48) "How extraordinary! What a marvel! Can it really be 
true?" they wondered, with mixed feelings of delight and sur- 
mise. Then, stifling all hostility toward the king and pro- 
claiming their mood of devotion by singing his praises and 
bowing before him, they said: "That is enough, your majesty. 
Stop torturing your body with such zeal. We are fully satis- 
fied with your marvelous response, which is enough to de- 
light any beggar" Hurriedly prostrating themselves, they re- 
strained the king, and, gazing up at him with respect, their 
faces wet with tears of tender devotion, they continued: [49] 
"How right that out of love people should grow loquacious in 
your praise. How right that Fortune should disdain her bed 
of lotuses? and proudly associate herself with you. Indeed, 
were heaven to look down upon this land, safeguarded by 
your might, and not grow envious, despite Sakra’s protector- 
ship, alas, it would certainly be deceiving itself. Need we say 
more? Mankind is fortunate indeed to have such a one as its 
guardian, while we are disconsolate at being party to your 
torments. Still, in the hope that we may put an end to our evil 
practices and that, by resorting to someone like you, we may, 
even in our condition, succeed in saving our souls, we ask 
you, [50] In taking this course, without regard for your royal 
rank that was so easily come by and so much enjoyed, what 
extraordinary position do you hope to attain? [51] Is it to be 
king of the universe that you submit to this harsh penance, 
or do you want to become a Kubera* or Indra? or to be ab- 
sorbed into Brahma and achieve final release? [52] With your 
determination, no wish is beyond fulfilment. If we are permit- 
ted to hear, please tell us, sir.” 

"Listen to the reason for my efforts,” answered the king. [53] 
"High rank depends on circumstances. It can only be 
achieved with effort and is effortlessly lost. It is not conducive 
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to contentment or happiness, even less to peace of mind. So I 
have no desire for royal rank even in heaven, let alone else- 
where. [54] Nor can I find satisfaction in merely ridding myself 
of life's ills. I am concerned for those helpless creatures who 
are sick of nagging cares and bitter woes. (55) Through this 
good deed may I reach enlightenment, may I vanquish the 
host of evils, and so deliver all living creatures from the ocean 
of existence with its billowing waves of old age, sickness, and 
death." 

The ogres thrilled with intense emotion as they prostrated 
themselves and said to the king: “What you have just done is 
entirely in keeping with your extraordinary resolution. So we 
venture to predict with some certainty that whatever a person 
of your caliber might wish will soon come about. (56) Of course 
all your efforts are directed toward the good of the world at 
large. But when the time comes, have a special care for our 
well-being: please, do not forget us. [57] And forgive us for hav- 
ing thus, in our ignorance, caused your lordship torment— 
blind even to our own interests. (58) Meanwhile, could you 
please, as a mark of favor, give us some command, but with- 
out reserve, as you would to your ministers." 

The king realized that their hearts had melted with devo- 
tion, and said to them: “On the contrary, you did me a ser- 
vice: it was no torment. So no more of this misplaced anxiety 
about it. Besides, [59] the path of virtue being what it is, how 
could I forget, when I attain enlightenment, those who 
helped me along it? You will be the first to whom I impart the 
teaching on liberation, the first to get a share of that ambro- 
sia. [60] And if you wish to please me, then you will avoid, like 
poison: harming life, coveting your neighbor's wife or posses- 
sions, wicked talk, and the evils of drunkenness.” © 

The ogres promised to do so, bowed, respectfully circled 
around him, and disappeared then and there. But at the very 
same moment that the Great Being had resolved to give his 
flesh and blood, [61] the earth shook repeatedly and made 
Mount Meru sway. The tremor made the drums upon it re- 
sound, and the trees shed their flowers. 162) These the wind 
tossed up into the sky so that at first they looked like a cloud, 











then like a squadron of birds, from one angle like a vast can- 
opy and from another, as they spread out, like a woven gar- 
land. Then, all together, they scattered around the king. 163) 
The ocean heaved and swirled as though it were trying to 
ward off the monarch of the earth. It looked majestic in its 
onrush, its waters making more stir and noise than usual. 

[64] Perplexed at first as to what this could mean, Sakra then 
discovered the reason and rushed to the palace in dread that 
the king might have died. There everyone was overwhelmed 
with grief and foreboding— 165] except for the king, who, de- 
spite the state he was in, looked serene. In utter astonishment 
Sakra went up to him and, with joy and deep feeling, praised 
his action in pleasing tones: [66] “This is the very acme of noble 
bearing, the highest ideal of virtue in practice. How tender- 
hearted you are in your kindness to others. Entrusted to you, 
the earth is certainly in good keeping.” 

After commending him in this way, Sakra, lord of the gods, 
put an end to the king’s suffering and restored his body to its 
former state by applying special herbs, some known to men, 
others supernatural, which had the power to heal wounds 
immediately. The king then courteously returned the compli- 
ment, showing due deference and polite attention. Then 
Sakra returned to his abode. 

So, then—the truly compassionate are so upset by the 
hardships of others that they give no thought to their own 
well-being. 
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Visvamtara 
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scarcely even approve of the way a Bodhisattva acts, let alone 
follow his example. 

According to tradition there was once a king of the Sibis! 
who was called Samjaya. Controlling his senses had become 
second nature to him, so that his vigorous enterprise, tem- 
pered by discretion and modesty, met with triumphant suc- 
cess. By paying strict attention to the elders, he had gained a 
thorough mastery of the Vedas and of logic, and his just rule 
showed in the way his devoted subjects were each content 
with his own lot and were used to a carefree and happy life: 
under him the various trades and professions flourished. (1) 
Like a virtuous woman, Royal Fortune kept faith with him 
because of his great qualities, while to other kings she re- 
mained as unimaginable as a lion's guarded den is to other 
beasts. [2] Those who devoted their efforts to a life of austerity 
or to the arts and sciences would visit his court, and they had 
only to show their worth to be sure of earning his particular 
esteem and respect. 

The king had a son called Vi$vamtara who was heir appar- 
ent and next to him in rank, though his equal in the number 
of good qualities he displayed. (3] Though young still, the 
prince had the pleasing serenity of the old; though spirited, 
he was naturally forbearing; though learned, he was innocent 
of intellectual pride; though living in state, there was no trace 
of arrogance in him. [4] His fame spread far and wide in every 
direction until it pervaded all three spheres. There was no 
room for other people's trifling claims to fame: they hardly 
dared to put themselves forward. 

[5] Vi$vamtara could not bear that distress should hold 








proud sway over his people, and he engaged it, in all the fury 
of battle, with a shower of arrows in the form of gifts from his 
broad bow of compassion. Every day he delighted the gath- 
ering of petitioners by giving them more even than they 
asked for, stinting nothing and adding to their pleasure by 
talking kindly and showing them attention. At the end of 
each week, exemplary in observing both the duties and the 
calm of the holy day, he would wash and perfume his head, 
put on a fresh linen garment, and mount the royal elephant, 
a superb tusker, famous as a must-elephant and remarkable 
for its speed and energy, its docility, and the auspicious marks 
on its body, which, in size and color, was like a peak in the 
Himalaya. When in rut, streams of ichor patterned its face? 

Vi$vamtara would ride this elephant to inspect his alms 
halls which were situated all over the city and had become 
places of refuge for the needy. This gave him immense plea- 
sure, since [6] money that lies idle at home gives far less satis- 
faction to a generous person than does that which is con- 
signed to the needy. 

One day a neighboring king heard about Visvamtara’s pas- 
sion for charity from successful petitioners, who in their joy 
were spreading the news far and wide. He concluded that, by 
playing upon this addiction of Visvamtara’s, it would be pos- 
sible to outwit him. Accordingly, he dispatched some brah- 
mins to carry off that prize elephant. 

Vi$vamtara was inspecting his alms halls, the pleasure of it 
showing in his visibly brightening features, when these brah- 
mins came and stood before him, right hands raised and out- 
stretched, loudly hailing him with cries of "Victory!" He 
reined in his elephant, exchanged polite formalities, and then 
enquired what might be the purpose of their visit, adding that 
he was theirs to command. To this the brahmins answered: [7] 
"The qualities of this elephant, which moves with such grace 
and dignity, together with your own munificence, have trans- 
formed us into beggars: |8) present us with this elephant, 
which resembles the peak of Kailasa,* and, in so doing, com- 
pletely astound the universe.” 

The Bodhisattva’s heart filled with joy at what they said, 


59 


60 


and he thought: “At long last I have some petitioners who are 
prepared to make a serious demand. And yet, what can these 
brahmins want with a lordly elephant such as this? Ob- 
viously this is some miserable ploy concocted by a king who 
is eaten up with greed and envy. [9] Very well, then, since he 
seems bent on doing me good, regardless of his own reputa- 
tion and moral duty, let him not suffer disappointment." 

On reaching this decision the Noble One promptly dis- 
mounted and, standing before them with a golden pitcher 
raised aloft,’ begged them to accept the elephant. [110] Though 
he knew that for reasons of state one had to stray from the 
path of goodness in pursuit of one's own advantage, he none- 
theless gave away that magnificent elephant, so attached was 
he to doing good. Base considerations of expediency could 
not sway him. (11) The prince felt utterly happy about giving 
away that noble elephant, adorned with its bright trappings 
of gold which looked like forked lightning against an autumn 
cloud mass. The city, however, preferred the path of prudence 
and was upset. 

In fact, the Sibis were furious when they heard that their 
best elephant had been given away. The brahmin elders, the 
ministers, military leaders, and prominent citizens created a 
terrible fuss and went to see King Samjaya. So incensed were 
they and so indignant, that they threw politeness and tact to 
the winds, saying: "Your highness, you are not going to turn 
a blind eye to this seizure of the Royal Mascot? Your highness 
must surely realize that in so doing you would increase the 
chances of disaster overtaking the realm?" 

When the king, in alarm, asked them what they were talk- 
ing about, they answered: "What, your highness does not 
know? [12] That elephant whose face is aswarm with humming 
bees and whom the breeze, fragrant with its ichor, is wont to 
caress, easily and effortlessly freeing itself from all traces of 
the ichor of other proud elephants, [13] that elephant whose 
vigor cows the valor of enemy armies, casting a spell of sleep 
upon their pride, —that elephant, our mascot, has been pre- 
sented to our neighbors by Vi$vamtara and is at this moment 
being led away. [14] Cows, gold, food, and clothing are suitable 





presents for brahmins, your majesty, but to give away this 
superb elephant who assures us of victory— that really is tak- 
ing generosity too far. [15] How can Royal Fortune be expected 
to attend someone so aloof from practical considerations? 
This is not a matter your majesty can overlook: before long 
he will be giving your enemies cause for joy.” 

The king loved his son, and hearing this made him feel less 
than friendly toward these spokesmen. But out of duty he 
feigned alarm and said: "Yes, yes of course.” Then he tried to 
appease the Sibis: “I know Visvamtara is passionately ad- 
dicted to giving things away, regardless of considerations of 
state, and, for someone entrusted with the responsibility of 
ruling, this is not how to behave. But now that he has dis- 
posed of his own elephant as though it were his vomit, who 
is going to reclaim it? Anyway, I myself will see to it that in 
future Visvamtara recognizes some limit to what he can give 
away. So please stop being angry.” “Your highness,” replied 
the Sibis, "you certainly won't convince Vi$vamtara on this 
matter simply by administering a reprimand.” "Well, what 
else can I do?" asked Samjaya. (16) “He will have nothing to do 
with anything evil. His sole vice is his addiction to doing 
good. Would I be making amends for this elephant by putting 
my own son in prison, by executing him? So, calm your- 
selves. I shall restrain Visvamtara.” 

But the Sibis had been roused to anger, and they said to 
the king: [17] “Sire, nobody is asking for your son to be exe- 
cuted or to suffer imprisonment. But, being so religious, so 
tenderhearted, and so compassionate, he will not bear the 
strain of having to rule. (18) The throne is for those who have 
earned a name for themselves by showing enterprise and who 
are able to cultivate all three of the objects of life— goodness, 
happiness, and prosperity Visvamtara’s exclusive devotion 
to goodness makes him heedless of practical good sense. He 
ought to go and live in a hermitage. [19] When kings mishandle 
affairs, it is their subjects who suffer the consequences. The 
subjects, as you know, manage to survive— but not so the 
kings, whose authority is then undermined. [20] But why all 
this talk? We Sibis cannot connive at your ruin, and have 
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decided that the prince had best cultivate his spiritual leaning 
by going to Mount Vanka, a favorite resort of holy adepts.” 

The people could foresee the disastrous consequences of 
Vi$vamtara's indiscretion, and it was purely out of affection 
and a feeling of intimacy, as well as concern for the king’s 
own good, that they spoke to him in such brutal terms. But 
the king was embarrassed by his subjects' angry reaction, and 
bowed his head. The thought of being parted from his son 
overwhelmed him and, heaving a sigh of distress, he said to 
the Sibis: “If you insist on it, gentlemen, then at least allow 
him twenty-four hours’ grace. Tomorrow at daybreak Vis- 
vamtara will comply with your wish." The Sibis agreed to this 
humble request, and the king asked his chamberlain to in- 
form Visvamtara of what had taken place. 

With tears of grief streaming down his face, the chamber- 
lain obediently went to ViSvamtara, who was in his palace, 
and fell at his feet, weeping loudly under the stress of emo- 
tion and grief. “Is everything alright at court?" asked Visvam- 
tara anxiously. The chamberlain broke down and indistinctly 
blurted out: “Yes, all is well at court.” “Then why are you in 
such a state?” asked Vi$vamtara. The chamberlain was chok- 
ing with tears, but between sobs and heavy sighs he managed 
slowly, syllable by syllable, to gasp out the following: [21] “The 
Sibis have rudely disregarded the king’s wishes, though 
couched in the mildest terms, and in their anger have had 
you banished from the realm, my lord.” “Me . . . the Sibis . . . 
have banished ... in their anger. What does this mean?” 
asked Vi$vamtara. [22] “I have never taken pleasure in flouting 
morality, and I loathe any sort of laxity. What crime have I 
committed unawares to make the Sibis angry with me?” “You 
have been overgenerous,” replied the chamberlain. (23) “Your 
pleasure was unclouded by selfish thoughts, but the delight 
those beggars felt was thoroughly selfish. When you gave that 
noble elephant away, your honor, the Sibis lost their temper, 
[24] and, breaking all bounds, have vented their anger on you. 
Now you will have to follow the path of exile." 

Then the Bodhisattva showed both his tender love toward 
beggars, which sprang from deep-rooted compassion, and his 


extraordinary composure, by saying: "The Sibis are, of 
course, fickle by nature, and, it would appear, ignorant of my 
true ciiaracter. [25] Quite apart from outward possessions, I 
would give away my own eyes, my head—it is purely for the 
good of the world that I keep my body alive. As to clothes or 
beasts of burden, that goes without saying. [26] If a beggar de- 
mands it, I am ready to offer him my whole body. And they 
imagine that by intimidating me they can stop me giving. 
That shows how foolish and superficial they must be. [27] Let 
the entire nation come and banish me or put me to death; I 
shall never stop giving. Still, to the hermitage I will go.” 

Then the Bodhisattva said to his wife, who looked dis- 
traught at the unpleasant things she heard: “My lady, you 
have heard what the Sibis have decided?” “I have, my lord” 
replied Madri. Visvamtara continued: (28) “Then, my flawless 
beauty, put away your money—whatever you may have got 
from me, as well as your own patrimony.” “But, my lord, 
where am I to put it?" asked Madri. [29] “I mean, always give 
generously to people of integrity," answered Vi$vamtara, “and 
do so with good grace. Money so given is a lasting treasure 
and cannot be taken from you. [30] Be kind to your mother- and 
father-in-law and look after our children. Behave properly, 
take care, and do not grieve at my absence.” 

Though in her heart she felt anguish at what she heard, 
she did not want to make her husband falter. So, regardless 
of her grief and misery, she said: [31] “It is not right, your maj- 
esty, that you should go to the forest alone. Wherever you go, 
my lord, I shall follow. (32) I would happily die, so long as I can 
remain at your side. To live without you would be a fate worse 
than death. Nor does life in the forest seem to me such a 
hardship, my lord. For [33] there are no nasty people there. The 
rivers and trees are untouched. The air echoes with all sorts 
of birdsong. There are deer everywhere and lovely grass, as 
green as a pavement of beryl. In fact forest retreats are more 
delightful than our own pleasure gardens. Besides, my lord, 
[34] when you see our two children decked out and crowned 
with garlands, playing in the wild thickets, you will forget 
about being king. [35] The forest's ever-changing beauty, care- 
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fully contrived by each successive season, and its watery river 
brakes will delight you. (36) The varied music of the birds’ mat- 
ing cries, the peacocks' dances, whose steps are taught them 
by that learned dancing master Passion, (37) and the hum of 
bees whose charm never grows stale—this woodland concert 
will delight your heart. (38) The rock faces at night, veiled with 
gauzy moonlight, the caressing forest breeze, scented by 
flowering trees, [39] the soft murmur of river water tumbling 
over loose pebbles like the clash of women's jewelery—all 
this will gladden your heart in the forest.” 

His wife's entreaty made him eager to set out for the forest. 
But he did not forget the needy, and first made ready to be- 
stow great largesse. 

Meanwhile, as news of Viévamtara's banishment reached 
the royal palace, a confused sound of wailing arose, and the 
beggar folk were so overcome with grief and sorrow that they 
almost fell into a swoon or else acted as if they were raving 
mad, pouring out laments such as: [40] “Mother Earth must 
have lost her senses to let the hatchets fell this shady tree that 
gives sweet fruit, and yet feel no shame. [41] If there is no one 
to prevent those who want to destroy that well of cool, pure, 
sweet water, then the Guardians of the World are misnamed, 
or absent abroad, or nothing but hearsay. {42} Injustice is surely 
awake and Justice asleep or perhaps dead when Prince Vi$- 
vamtara is thrown out of his kingdom. |43) Who has such a 
sharp appetite for wrong that he can be so savagely intent on 
liquidating us who innocently scrape a pittance by begging?" 

Thereupon the Bodhisattva presented his entire fortune to 
the beggars, giving to each according to his. deserts— first, 
the contents of his treasury, which was packed with gold, 
silver, and precious gems amounting to many hundreds of 
thousands, then money and grain of various kinds which 
were piled up in the vaults and granaries, then menservants 
and women servants, carriages, draft animals, clothes, per- 
sonal belongings, and so on. After that he prostrated himself 
at the feet of his parents, whose composure had given way to 
overpowering grief and sorrow. Then, with his wife and chil- 
dren, he mounted his royal carriage. From the huge crowd 








came the sound of lamentation, like a sad farewell, as he left 
the capital. He had difficulty in turning back the crowd, who 
followed him out of affection, their faces streaming with tears 
of grief. Taking hold of the reins himself, he set out along the 
road to Mount Vanka. Calmly he passed the outskirts of the 
city, encircled by beautiful parkland, and in due course came 
to open country where shady trees were few and far between 
and the population sparse. The horizon was clear all round, 
herds of deer were roaming at large, and the chirping of 
crickets filled the air. Then, out of the blue, appeared some 
brahmins who begged him for the horses that were drawing 
his carriage. [44] Delighted at being able to give something away 
and regardless of the consequences, he gave his four horses 
to the brahmins, even though he was on a journey of many 
miles, without companions and with a wife to look after. 

Then, just as the Bodhisattva was tying his belt tighter, 
with the intention of himself taking the place of the carriage 
horses, four young sprites in the guise of red deer came up to 
the carriage and of their own accord put their shoulders to 
the yoke, just like well-schooled, docile horses. On seeing 
them, the Bodhisattva said to Madri, who was wide-eyed with 
astonishment and delight: [45] “See what a powerful atmo- 
sphere there is in this forest, thanks to the hermits who grace 
it with their presence. Kindness to strangers has taken root 
even in these marvelous antelopes.” (46) “I suspect this is due to 
your own superhuman powers,” replied Madri. “Goodness, 
however deep-rooted it may be, does not manifest itself alike 
in all circumstances. [47] When the beauty of stars reflected in 
water is outshone by luminous night lilies, the cause lies in 
the moon emitting its rays, as if in curiosity." 

And so they talked affectionately to one another, in mutual 
harmony, as they traveled along the road. Then another brah- 
min approached, and begged the Bodhisattva for the royal 
carriage. [48] And since he was indifferent to his own comfort 
but a dear friend to any beggar, the Bodhisattva fulfilled the 
brahmin's wish. Gladly he helped his family out of the car- 
riage, presented it to the brahmin, and, taking the boy Jalin 
on his hip, set off on foot, while Madri, in no way down- 


: 48 


65 


66 


hearted, took the girl Krsnajina on her hip and followed be- 
hind. 

149] The trees seemed to invite him to feast on their delicious 
fruit by bending down the tips of their branches and, like 
humble disciples, bowed low at the sight of him because of 
his great merit. [50] Wherever he wanted a drink, ponds ap- 
peared, covered with orange pollen and filaments from lo- 
tuses shaken by the wings of geese. [51] Clouds provided a 
lovely canopy, soft and sweet blew the wind, and magic spirits 
shortened the road, finding it intolerable that he should suf- 
fer fatigue. 

And so the Bodhisattva, with his wife and children, en- 
joyed the walk as much as a stroll in the royal park, without 
any of the weariness of tramping the road, and, on arriving 
there, he caught sight of Mount Vanka. A forester showed 
him the way, and he entered the sacred wood situated on that 
mountain. Here all sorts of beautiful trees grew in profusion, 
with a fine show of flowers, fruit, and sprays of foliage. The 
air echoed with the various cries of birds joyfully courting 
each other. A flock of peacocks added beauty to the scene by 
performing their dances, and numbers of deer roamed at 
large. The gentle wind was flecked red with pollen, and, 
around all this, like a girdle, flowed a river of pure, blue 
water. Here he settled in a solitary leaf hut constructed by 
Visvakarman’ himself on Sakra’s orders. It looked delightful 
and was pleasant in all seasons. (52) For over half a year, at- 
tended by his dear wife, listening to the sweet, artless chatter 
of his children, and forgetting the cares of kingship, as 
though he were in the royal park, he practiced austerity in 
that forest. 

One day, the princess had gone to gather fruit and edible 
roots and the prince was staying in the hermitage to keep an 
eye on the children, when a brahmin arrived. His feet and 
ankles were dirty with the dust of the road, his eyes were 
sunken, and his face was drawn with weariness. He carried a 
wooden stick over his shoulder, and from it hung a gourd. 
His wife had given him strict orders to find some servants. At 
the sight of a beggar approaching after such a long time, the 





Bodhisattva felt so glad that his eyes and face grew bright. He 
went out to meet him, greeted him warmly, invited him into 
the hermitage, offered hospitality, and then asked the pur- 
pose of his visit. The brahmin was so devoted to his wife that 
he had banished all reserve or feeling of shame and was set 
solely on getting what he wanted. So he spoke bluntly, to this 
effect: [53] "People travel where the road is smooth and the vis- 
ibility good, not by the dark and difficult path. But that and 
no other is the path my request must take, this world being 
for the most part wrapped in the dark of selfishness. (54) Your 
reputation for generosity on a heroic scale has spread, as it 
must do, everywhere. That is why I have taken upon myself 
this irksome task of begging. Please give me your children as 
servants." 

The Bodhisattva, that Great Being, [55] for whom the plea- 
sure of giving had become a habit and who had never learned 
how to refuse, gladly agreed to this request. “I shall even give 
you my two beloved children.” “Bless you!” cried the brah- 
min. "Well then, what are you waiting for?" 

At the mention of their being given away, the children grew 
desperate and their eyes swam with tears. The Bodhisattva 
felt a surge of affection in his heart and said: [56] "These two are 
yours—I have given them to you— but their mother is away 
in the forest gathering fruit and edible roots. She will be back 
this evening. [57] Let her see them once more decked out with 
garlands on their heads, and let her kiss them goodbye, while 
you rest here overnight. Then tomorrow you can go off with 
my children.” “My good man, please don't insist on it,” replied 
the brahmin. [58] “ ‘Perverse’ is a common epithet for woman- 
kind, and she herself might object to this gift. So I have no 
wish to delay" *Don' worry about her possibly objecting to 
their being given away," said the Bodhisattva. "She is a true 
wife and helps me to fulfil my duties. However, do as you 
please, dear sir. Another thing though, your holiness, is that 
[59] these two are still at a tender age—mere children—with 
no experience of doing chores. Are they really going to give 
you any sort of satisfaction as servants? [60] Now if the king of 
Sibi, their grandfather, were to see them reduced to such cir- 
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cumstances, he would certainly ransom them at whatever 
price you name. [61] So do, please, take them to his realm. You 
will be doing a good deed as well as making a handsome 
fortune.” “No,” said the brahmin, "I cannot go to the king 
with such a hateful offer. It would be as dangerous as ap- 
proaching a venomous snake. [62] He might snatch these two 
away from me or inflict some punishment on me. So I shall 
take them as servants for my brahmin wife.” "In that case, so 
be it, replied the Bodhisattva, without saying any more. 
Gently he told the children how to behave as servants. Then 
he tipped the water pot over the brahmin's hand, stretched 
cut to receive the gift.? (63] By an effort of his will, water fell 
from the water pot. Effortlessly it fell from his eyes, dark red 
as lotus petals. 

The brahmin was so overjoyed at his success that he be- 
came quite distracted and, in his haste to carry off the Bo- 
dhisattva's children, gave only a cursory blessing. Then, or- 
dering them in a harsh tone to get out, he began to drive the 
children out of the hermitage. But their hearts quailed in ut- 
ter dismay at being separated, and they fell at their father's 
feet. With tears streaming from their eyes, they implored 
him: [64] "Daddy, you are ready to give us away while Mummy 
is out, but please don't until we have seen her once more.” 

Thinking that their mother would be back shortly or else 
that affection for his children would make their father repent, 
the brahmin tied their hands, like a bunch of lotuses, with a 
creeper. Threatening them as they struggled and turned 
around to look at their father, he dragged those sensitive chil- 
dren away. 

Then Krsnajina, the girl, broke into loud sobs at this her 
first experience of unhappiness and said to her father: 165] 
“Daddy, this cruel brahmin is hurting me with a creeper. Ob- 
viously he isn't a brahmin. Brahmins are supposed to be 
good. 166] It is an ogre disguised as a brahmin. I’m sure he's 
carrying us off to eat us. Daddy, how can you take no notice 
when we're being carried off by a goblin?" 

Then Jalin, the boy, bewailing his mother, said: |67) “It isn't 
the brahmin hurting me that makes me unhappy but that I 








haven't seen Mummy today. That really breaks my heart. [68] 
Mummy is bound to cry for hours when she finds the hermi- 
tage empty. She will be miserable without her children, like a 
thrush when her chicks have been killed. (69) What will 
Mummy do when, after gathering lots of fruit and roots for 
us, she returns from the forest to find the hermitage empty? 
[70] Here, Daddy, are our toy horses and elephants and chariots. 
Give half of them to Mummy. They will stop her being sad. (71) 
Say goodbye to her for us and, at all events, keep her from 
feeling sad, even though we're hardly likely to see either of 
you ever again. [72] Come on, Krsna, we may as well die. What's 
the point in our going on living now that Father has given us 
to a greedy brahmin?" With these words they departed. 
Though shaken by his children's pathetic lament, the Bo- 
dhisattva asked himself how anyone could feel remorse after 
making a gift in such circumstances. But his heart was con- 
sumed by a burning grief that was not to be assuaged. He felt 
so greatly disturbed, it was as though he were being drugged 
by some powerful poison, and he sank down on the spot. The 
cool wind fanned him, and he regained consciousness. But 
when he noticed how still the hermitage was without the 
children, he said to himself, choking with sobs and tears: (73 
"Oh, that shameless brahmin! How is it that he did not hesi- 
tate to strike quite openly at my heart, that is, my children? [74] 
How will they last out the journey, walking barefoot and, at 
their tender age, quite without stamina, now that they have 
become that man's servants? [75] Wayworn and weary, who will 
now give them rest? Whom can they go and appeal to, when 
overcome with hunger and thirst? (76) If I, who cultivate forti- 
tude, am made to suffer like this, what sort of state can my 
two children be in, who were brought up in comfort? (77] Oh! 
it sears my heart to be deprived of my children, Yet, could 
anyone who knows where a good man’s duty lies feel regret?" 
Meanwhile, Madri was growing nervous because of certain 
evil omens that seemed to forebode something unpleasant. 
Gathering up her fruit and roots, she wanted to return home 
| as quickly as possible. But wild beasts barred her path, so it 
| took her longer to reach the hermitage. When she didn't see 
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her children either at the spot where they usually came out 
to meet her or in the places where they played, she grew even 
more anxious. [78] Sensing something amiss, she glanced 
around nervously for her children, and, when no answer 
came to her repeated calls, she felt so distraught that she 
began to wail aloud: (79) "The forest, echoing with the chil- 
dren's chatter, has always seemed such a lively place. But, 
now that they have vanished, it has turned into a forbidding 
wilderness. Could those two little ones possibly [80] have tired 
themselves out playing, felt drowsy, and fallen asleep? Or 
might they have got lost in the depths of the forest? Or are 
they hiding somewhere in childish pique at my being back so 
late? [81] But why aren't even the birds singing? Perhaps they 
have seen them come to grief and are too upset? Or could the 
strong current of the river have carried them off in the un- 
bridled fury of its splashing waves? Oh, but may my suspi- 
cions prove vain and empty even so, and may all be well with 
the prince and the children. Or at least let these forebodings 
of evil take effect on my own person. But, then, why should I 
feel drained of joy for no apparent reason: why is my heart 
engulfed in dark distress and ready to split in twain? My legs 
seem to be giving way. I am losing my bearings, and the forest 
has grown dim and seems to be spinning around." 

She then entered the hermitage, put away her fruit and 
roots, went up to her husband and, after greeting him re- 
spectfully, asked where the children were. 

The Bodhisattva knew the tender affection in a mother's 
heart and found it hard to tell her the unpleasant news. So he 
could make no reply. [82] For, if one is sensitive, it is extremely 
hard to inflict pain on someone by telling him something 
unpleasant when he comes deserving to hear something 
pleasant. 

From her husband's silence, which betrayed deep sorrow, 
Madri realized that all was clearly not well with her children. 
Like one distracted, she scanned every corner of the hermi- 
tage, and, not seeing her children, she spoke again, her voice 
quavering with tears: [83] "I cannot see the children, and you 
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do not say a word to me. I feel wretched and miserable: si- 
lence usually means bad news.” 

Delivering these words that came from a heart seared with 
sorrow, she collapsed like a creeper severed at the root. But 
the Bodhisattva caught her as she fell, carried her to a bed of 
grass, sprinkled cold water over her, and, when she recovered 
her senses, comforted her, saying: [84] "Madri, I did not tell you 
the bad news immediately because one cannot expect endur- 
ance in a heart that is tender with affection. (85) A brahmin 
came to me. He was suffering from old age and poverty. I gave 
him both our children. Be brave! Do not lose heart. [86] Look 
to me, Madri, not to the children. Do not lament, my lady. Do 
not strike at my heart, which is already pierced with grief for 
our children. (87) Were I asked to give my life, could I withhold 
it? So, my dear, try and accept my having made a gift of the 
children.” 

When Madri, whose deepest fear had been that the chil- 
dren were dead, heard that they were still alive, her anguish 
abated. Not wanting her husband to falter, she dried her eyes 
and, looking up at him with wonder, said: “Astonishing! 
What else can I say? [88] Surely even the gods above must be 
amazed to see how selfishness has no sway over your heart— 
[89] which is why, in their eagerness to spread your fame, they 
have filled the heavens with a continuous but distinct flow of 
words, while, all around, the roll of celestial drums reverber- 
ates in every direction. [90] The Earth heaves her breasts, the 
great mountains, as though shivering in ecstasy. Flowers of 
gold fall from the heavens so that the sky seems ablaze with 
lightning. [91] So do not give way to sorrow. Be glad that you 
have made a gift. Be a refuge for all creation—and give yet 
again!" 

When the earth shook, Meru, lord of mountains, radiant 
with the gleam of many different gems, itself felt a tremor, 
and Sakra, lord of the gods, wondered what this could mean. 
When he discovered from the World Protectors, who were 
wide-eyed in wonder, that the earthquake was caused by Vis- 
vamtara's gift of his children, he felt giddy with wonder and 
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delight and, disguised as a brahmin with a favor to ask, went 
to Viévamtara at daybreak. The Bodhisattva received him 
hospitably and then enquired what it was he wanted. Sakra 
then begged him for his wife. [92] “A good man's duty to give no 
more dries up than does water in a big lake. So I beg you for 
your wife who looks like a goddess: please give her to me.” 

The Bodhisattva, without at all losing his composure, 
agreed to do so. [93] Taking Madri with his left hand and a water 
pot with his right, he poured water over the brahmin's fin- 
gers but scorching fire on Mara's? soul. [94] Yet, Madri was not 
angry, neither did she weep. For she knew his character. Suf- 
fering under this fresh burden of misery, she just stood, mo- 
tionless as a picture, looking at him. 

At the sight of this, Sakra was overcome with utter amaze- 
ment and praised the Great Being, saying: [95] “Oh! what a gulf 
lies between the good and the bad in the way they behave. 
The spiritually ignorant could not even believe such an act 
possible. [96] Still to feel love, and yet to give away one's own 
dear wife and children like this, unselfishly—what true no- 
bility! (97] When your fame spreads to every quarter, thanks to 
the reports of those who admire your virtue, it will certainly 
eclipse the renown of other men, however brilliant, as the 
blaze of the sun outshines all other lights. [98] Already this su- 
perhuman act of yours is being applauded by the whole hier- 
archy of heaven, including myself" 

So saying, Sakra resumed his own brilliant appearance 
and, revealing his identity, said to the Bodhisattva: [99] “To you 
I now restore Madri, your wife. For moonlight cannot exist 
without the moon. [100] Do not be anxious about being parted 
from your children, nor fret for your lost kingdom. Your fa- 
ther will arrive with them and will provide for the kingdom 
by providing it with you!" 

With these words Sakra disappeared there and then. 
Thanks to him the brahmin brought the Bodhisattva's chil- 
dren to that very same kingdom of Sibi, and, when the Sibis 
and their king Samjaya heard about the Bodhisattva's ex- 
tremely compassionate, immensely difficult deed, their 
hearts melted. They ransomed the children back from the 


brahmin, and, after making amends to Vi$vamtara and recall- 
ing him from exile, they instated him as king. 

So, then—the doings of a Bodhisattva are miraculous. 
Consequently one must neither despise nor hinder such ex- 
ceptional beings as strive to attain that state. 
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The Sacrifice 


HE PURE IN HEART CANNOT SUCCUMB 
to the enticements of evil. Try, therefore, to make your hearts 
pure. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was once the ruler 
of a country which came to him by hereditary succession. 
Ultimately this was due to his great store of merit. All his 
vassals were obedient, and, after quelling ills both in his im- 
mediate sphere and beyond, he ruled supreme, without foe 
or rival. (1) This ruler had also subdued those other enemies, 
his senses, and was not given to pleasures whose enjoyment 
grows stale. His whole being was pledged to the good of his 
people; his single purpose was to do right: he was like a holy 
man. [2] For he knew that people naturally aspire to imitate 
their superiors, and, as his devout wish was that his subjects 
should attain supreme bliss, he took special care to hold to 
his own moral duty. [3] He gave alms, preserved his integrity, 
cultivated forbearance, and strove for the good of the world. 
His kind manner showed how dedicated he was to his sub- 
jects’ well-being—so much so that he seemed the embodi- 
ment of virtue. 

And yet, despite the protection of his mighty arm, it hap- 
pened that some parts of the realm were at one time afflicted 
with drought. This was due partly to the negligence of the 
rain spirits and partly to the bad karma of the population. 
The king was convinced that the calamity was caused either 
by himself! or by his subjects having failed in their proper 
duties. So deep-rooted was his desire for the good of his 
people that he could not endure their distress. For advice on 
how to remedy the situation, he therefore asked senior brah- 
mins headed by his own household priest, all of them highly 


regarded for their profound knowledge of correct procedure. 
He also consulted his advisers. 

They were of the opinion that a sacrifice, as prescribed in 
the Veda, would bring a good rainfall. Though the mass 
slaughter involved made it repugnant, this was what they rec- 
ommended. But when the king heard that this sacrifice re- 
quired the taking of life, his compassionate soul did not 
wholeheartedly welcome their advice. Out of politeness, 
though, he did not brusquely reject it but let the matter drop 
by changing the subject. But his council, unaware of the hid- 
den depths of the king's character, seized the opportunity 
offered by this discussion about correct procedure, and ad- 
vised him to go ahead with the sacrifice. [4] "You never lose an 
opportunity to fulfil the duties laid down for kings in the 
business of acquiring and safeguarding territory, nor do you 
neglect ethical considerations in fulfilling them. (5| How 
comes it, then, that you who are adept in the three pursuits 
of life? and are ready to take up arms in defense of your 
people seem to feel no enthusiasm for performing a sacrifice 
that some have called ‘the bridge to heaven’? (6) Kings respect 
your wishes as do servants, seeing that they will certainly be 
fulfilled. You who seal the fate of your enemies, now is the 
time for you to add further to your illustrious reputation by 
making a sacrifice, [7] though it must be admitted that your 
generous propensities and scrupulous self-discipline keep 
you in a constant state of preparedness for making one. Even 
so, it would be fitting for you to discharge your debt to the 
gods by actually performing the sacrificial rites celebrated in 
the Vedas. [8] A good sacrifice pleases the gods, and they recip- 
rocate by sending rain to all living things. So be pleased to 
perform a sacrifice that will benefit your people and bring 
you fame.” 

To the king these people seemed pathetically weak- 
minded and gullible, unquestioning in their faith and blindly 
devoted to tradition. He knew for a fact that [9] it is the very 
people who are considered pillars of society who instigate 
bloodshed in the name of religion. He pitied the man who 
followed the evil ways they suggested: that man would find 
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himself struggling in the grip of disaster. (10] What, he won- 
dered, could animal slaughter have to do with religion? or ` 
with going to heaven? or with propitiating the gods? (11) The 
animal slaughtered to the accompaniment of magic incanta- 
tions supposedly goes to heaven. That is the justification for 
killing it. People even maintain that it becomes holy as a re- 
sult—but they are mistaken, since why should anyone be re- 
warded in the next world for what others have done? [12] Why 
should an animal who had neither curbed its tendency to do 
wrong nor resolved to do right go to heaven simply because 
it had been slaughtered at a sacrifice, without reference to its 
own actions? [13] And if, when slaughtered at a sacrifice, it did 
go to heaven, then surely the brahmins ought logically to 
offer themselves as sacrificial victims? But, as no one had ever 
witnessed such a proceeding, how could one possibly accept 
this advice of theirs? [14] Were the gods really going to give up 
their delicious nectar served by heavenly nymphs, with its 
incomparable flavour and aroma, as well as its magical invig- 
orating properties, and take pleasure instead in some poor 
beast's slaughter so that they could taste its offal? No. The 
right course was clear to him now. The king then pretended 
he was eager to proceed with the sacrifice, and agreed to their 
proposal, saying: “How well you look after me, gentlemen. I 
am obliged to you for being so concerned for my well-being. 
Very well, I would like to have a human sacrifice performed, 
with a thousand victims. Each of my ministers, in his own 
department, must be instructed so that everything requisite 
for the occasion is assembled. A suitable site must be found 
for erecting the hall of sacrifice, and a moment chosen when 
everything—date, time of day, hour, and coniungfion of 
moon and asterism—is favorable. 

The household priest then advised him: "To succeed in 
your purpose, your highness should undergo the concluding 
purification already at the end of the first sacrifice. Then one 
can gradually proceed with the others. For, if all thousand of 
these victims were seized at once, it would certainly cause 
alarm among your subjects" The brahmins agreed, but the 
king replied: "Gentlemen, do not worry about my subjects 











getting upset. I shall arrange matters so as not to cause them 
alarm." The king then called a meeting of people from town 
and country and addressed them: “I have decided to make a 
sacrifice with one thousand victims. But I cannot coerce any- 
one who is innocent into becoming a victim against his will. 
So be it understood that from now on I shall be watching you 
through my spies, who are sharp-eyed, tireless, and alert. And 
whomever I catch breaking the bounds of morality in defi- 
ance of my royal command, I shall arrest as both a disgrace 
to his family and a public nuisance and designate as one of 
the scapegoats for this sacrifice.” 

Then the leading members of the audience stretched out 
their cupped hands in humility and said: [15] “Your majesty, 
everything you do tends to the good of your subjects. So what 
reason could we have to object? Brahma himself would be 
bound to approve of what you are doing. Your highness, you 
are a model of goodness: you are our ideal. (16) Whatever 
pleases your majesty pleases us too, for you are pleased with 
nothing unless it gives us pleasure and profit as well.” 

Such was the reaction to the kings announcement from 
town and country alike. And so, with a great deal of noisy 
publicity, he despatched trusty agents to the towns and vil- 
lages to arrest any miscreants, while every day he had this 
proclamation made throughout the land: [17] "The king has it 
in his power to grant safety and will do so to all people who 
continue to live an honest life. But those who are bent on 
mischief he intends to sacrifice, offering them as a hecatomb 
for the good of his people. (181 So from now on anyone who in 
wanton pride vaunts his disregard for the king's command, 
which even neighboring kings respect, will by his own ac- 
tions necessarily become a victim for the sacrifice. His body 
will be tied to the stake, and he will languish in misery for all 
to see.” 

The inhabitants of the realm soon became aware of his 
diligent search for delinquents whom he could use for his 
sacrifice: every day they heard his terrifying proclamation, 
everywhere they saw the king's agents swooping down, intent 
on arresting malefactors. The result was that all inclination 
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to misbehave left them, and instead they were all eager to vow 
themselves to a life of virtue. In their readiness to love and 
respect one another, they turned their backs on petty feuds. 
Quarrels and disputes ceased, and they abided by their elders' 
decisions. Sharing became commonplace, and hospitality 
too. They took pride in behaving with politeness and modest 
reserve. It was as though they were living in the Golden Age. 
(19) Fear of death made them take thought for the afterlife; fam- 
ily pride demanded that they guard their good name; an ab- 
solutely clear conscience gave them an increased sense of 
shame, and, as a result, their unsullied virtue was plain to 
see. [20] The more intent they became on doing right, the more 
closely did the king's watchmen search for anyone who might 
misbehave. The consequence was that no one lapsed at all. 

[21] When the king heard what the situation was in his coun- 
try, he was visibly delighted and, in return for the good news, 
rewarded his spies generously. Then he informed his minis- 
ters: [22] "My main aim is to look after my subjects. They now 
deserve to be rewarded for their virtue, and the money set 
aside for the sacrifice will be spent as I originally intended 
when suggesting it. [23] Let everyone receive at my hands as 
much money as he may want to kindle a sense of well-being. 
In this way we shall banish the poverty that now oppresses 
our realm. [24] If I think of my firm resolve to look after my 
subjects and of the powerful means for doing so that I possess 
in you my helpers, then anger stirs within me at my people's 
suffering and smoulders constantly in my heart." 

The ministers eagerly took up the king’s command and set 
up alms halls in every village, town, and market and at every 
rest house. Then, every day, they answered the needs of the 
poor by bestowing gifts, just as the king had instructed. [25] 
Poverty gradually disappeared as the people received wealth 
from the king. In their rich and colorful attire they looked as 
striking as though some festival were in progress. [26] Con- 
tented petitioners praised the king and swelled his fame so 
that it reached every corner of the earth, just as ripples on a 
lake spread lotus pollen wider and wider. [27] So it was that, 
thanks to the king adopting such wise measures, the entire 





population was bent on leading a good life. Mounting pros- 
perity counteracted the dearth until it lost its hold and van- 
ished altogether. (28) The seasons were delightfully regular, like 
new kings anxious to abide by the law. The earth bore all 
kinds of crops, and the lakes were full of clear, blue water 
covered with lotuses. [29] No virulent epidemics afflicted the 
people, and the virtues of medicinal herbs increased in 
strength. The wind always blew in due season, and the plan- 
ets, circling in their orbits, were benign. [30] There was nothing 
to fear either from abroad or from each other or from natural 
causes. It was as though, under that king, the Golden Age 
had dawned for those gentle people, intent on virtue and re- 
straint. . 

By performing the sacrifice without bloodshed, the king 
put an end to the miseries of the needy as well as to the 
drought. The country was full of contented people and had a 
pleasant look of prosperity. People never wearied of shower- 
ing blessings on the king, and his fame spread everywhere. 

One of the king’s senior ministers, overcome with joy, said 
to him: “How true is the saying [31] ‘Constant concern with all 
spheres of activity—high, low, and middling—makes a 
king’s intelligence far superior to others.’ For, by performing 
the sacrifice in harmony with the Law, without incurring the 
blame attached to animal slaughter, your highness has as- 
sured his subjects’ welfare in this world and the next, has 
brought an end to the drought, and has put a stop to the 
miseries of poverty. In short, your subjects are supremely for- 
tunate. [32] You do not have a black antelope skin draped over 
your body; like a mark on the moon. Nor has your naturally 
graceful demeanor slackened under the restraints imposed 
by a state of ritual preparedness. The elegant arrangement of 
the hair on your head, which is shaped like a parasol,* has 
likewise lost nothing of its beauty.” And, by being so gener- 
ous, you have stolen the pride (and the fame on which it 
depends) of Sakra himself— lord of the hecatomb. [33] Gener- 
ally, when people make a sacrifice in hopes of being re- 
warded, it is a miserable affair involving harm to life. But you 
in your wisdom have made a sacrifice that is noteworthy and 
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all of a piece with your character, which is blameless and - 
captivating. [34] Happy the subjects who have you to protect 
them! Certainly no father would take as good care of his own 
children.” 

Another said: [35] “When people have plenty of money, they 
are generous, in the hopes of getting some return. Likewise, 
they behave well with an eye to popular acclaim, or because 
they want to go to heaven. But to practice both virtues as you 
l lave, out of consideration for other people's needs, is some- 
thing one only sees in those who are lacking neither in wis- 
dom nor magnanimity." 

So, then—the pure in heart cannot succumb to the entice- 
ments of evil. Try, therefore, to make your hearts pure. 








Sakra 


HATEVER THE CIRCUMSTANCES— 
regal splendor or grave adversity—nothing can weaken the 
feeling of universal compassion in a noble heart. 

According to tradition, when the Bodhisattva had for some 
time been assiduously practicing virtue and had made a habit 
of generosity, self-control, restraint, and pity—when he was 
devoting his remarkable energies to the good of others—he 
was at one time born as Sakra, lord of the gods. [1] Around 
him the aura of celestial majesty shone with greater luster 
and intensity, like moonlight shedding its rays on a palace 
freshly coated with stucco. [2] That majesty, for the sake of 
which the Daitya demons breasted the furious onslaught of 
the world elephants,’ whose tusks are like clubs, allowed him 
to enjoy great good fortune but did not tarnish his heart with 
pride. 

His just rule of heaven and earth earned him fame that 
spread throughout the universe. This and his extraordinary 
charisma were too much for the hosts of the Daityas, and they 
advanced with a huge army to do battle with him. Elephants, 
chariots, cavalry, and infantry were all the more terrifying in 
that they formed one proud array. The din they made was as 
fearsome as a raging sea, and the glare of their bright weap- 
onry and armor made it hard to look at them. [3] Despite his 
scruples, everything inclined the Bodhisattva to engage in the 
frenzy of battle: the enemies’ presumption; the fear people 
felt, which put an unpleasant curb on their amusements; his 
own dignity; and the course of action that prudence dictated. 
So the Great Being mounted his royal chariot of gold, which 
was harnessed to a thousand fine steeds. The bright flag 
hoisted above had a robed monk as its emblem, and the body 
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of the chariot itself had a dazzling appearance—glinting with 
all kinds of jewels and precious gems and on either side 
gleaming with various weapons, bright and sharp, each sepa- 
rately laid out ready for use. It was lined with a blanket of 
white wool. 

Surrounded by the various divisions of his huge heavenly 
host—elephants, cavalry, chariots, and infantry—Sakra went 
out to meet the demon army at the verge of the ocean. [4] 
There then took place a battle that shattered the nerve of the 
cowardly and in which armor splintered at the clash of 
weapon on weapon. 

[5] "Stand your ground!” “Not that way!" “Here!” "Watch 
out!" "Now how are you going to escape me?" "Attack!" 
"That's the end of you!" —such were the cries as the combat- 
ants killed one another. (6] As the battle raged and as arms 
clashed in tumult, the air was rent with yells and the pound- 
ing of drums. [7] The elephants were roused to fury by the 
scent of ichor, and, as they attacked each other, they looked 
as terrifying as mountains stirred by the hurricane that blows 
at the end of an eon. [8] Everywhere chariots swept forward 
with a loud rumble as of portentous clouds, and their flutter- 
ing pennants were like streaks of lightning. [9] The warriors of 
both armies—gods and demons—showered each other with 
sharp arrows which hit banners, parasols, weapons, armor, 
and heads. (10] Finally Sakra’s army took to flight in sheer ter- 
ror, tormented by the demons’ swords and arrows. Sakra 
alone stood his ground and held back the enemy army with 
his chariot. Matali, Sakra’s charioteer, saw the exultant de- 
mon army gleefully swarm forward with piercing screams 
and yells and battle cries, and he realized that his own army 
was intent only on escape. As it seemed the moment to re- 
treat, he turned Sakra’s chariot around. 

As they flew up, Sakra noticed, in a silk-cotton tree, some 
garuda? nests that were in direct line with the tip of the char- 
iot pole and thus in imminent danger. At the sight of them 
his heart was seized with pity, and he said to Matali, his char- 
ioteer: [11] "There are some birds’ nests, full of unfledged nest- 
lings, in that silk-cotton tree. Steer the chariot so that they 


aren't crushed by the shafts and knocked down.” “But sir, the 
demon hosts are upon us,” replied Matali. “What of it?" said 
Sakra. “Make sure you avoid those garuda nests.” "Lotus-eyed 
master,” said Matali, [12] "I can only save the birds by turning 
the chariot around, and the enemy are at last pressing their 
advantage and overrunning the gods.” Sakra was deeply 
moved by pity and displayed his exceptional goodness and 
extreme determination by saying: [13] "Very well, turn the char- 
iot around. I would rather that the demon chiefs battered me 
to death with their terrible clubs than that I live on with my 
reputation ruined, under the reproach of having slaughtered 
these creatures who are distraught with terror.” Matali agreed 
to do so and turned the chariot with its thousand horses in 
harness. 

(14] Now the enemy had witnessed Sakra’s prowess in battle, 
and, when they saw his chariot turn round, they quickly 
broke ranks in terror and disappeared like black clouds 
driven away by the wind. [15] When his own forces are shat- 
tered, it takes one man to turn around and bar the path of the 
enemy army for their overweening pride to shrivel at such 
unimaginable bravery. (16) Seeing the demon host in rout, Sak- 
ra's army immediately rallied, while the enemies of the gods, 
fleeing in terror, had no wish to return to the fray. 

(17) The gods paid honor to Sakra with mixed feelings of 
delight and shame. His handsome figure was radiant with the 
glow of victory as he quietly left the battlefield and returned 
to his city and his harem which eagerly awaited him. 

This was how victory was won in that battle. Hence the 
saying: [18] “A worthless man does wrong because he is insen- 
sitive. The man of average awareness, even though sensitive, 
does wrong when cornered. The good man, even if his life is 
at stake, is as incapable of swerving from his normal practice 
as the sea is of breaking its bounds.” 

So, then—long ago the Lord, to protect living things, im- 
periled not only his rule in heaven but his own life. Granted 
that no intelligent person ought to feel animosity toward 
earth's creatures, let alone do them any harm, all decent men 
should cultivate sympathy for living things. 
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The Brahmin 


BEFSRESPEGT'"ISSWHATUKBEEPSWGOOD 
people from overstepping the bounds of propriety. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was at one time 
born into a great brahmin family whose pedigree and repu- 
tation were equally without reproach: it was noted for its 
piety, admired for its sober decorum. After receiving the var- 
ious sacraments that mark each stage from birth to adoles- 
cence, he went to study the Veda with a teacher whose good 
birth and fine example were matched by great learning. 

[1] The boy's quick grasp and retentive memory, the quiet 
and devout manner for which his family was noted, and the 
seriousness that showed in his calm bearing even at that early 
age—all earned him the affection and approval of his teacher. 
[2] For constant, uninterrupted goodness casts a bewitching 
spell even on people who are eaten up with burning hatred, 
let alone on those with a healthy outlook. 

The teacher decided to put his pupils' moral sense to the 
test. And so, in the breaks between lessons, he would con- 
stantly harp on the miseries he suffered through poverty (3| — 
poverty, which even one's own kin will do nothing to revoke, 
which even on festive occasions dampens high spirits, which 
makes one loath to ask for charity and reduces every wish to 
an empty dream. [4] To be destitute is a dreadful fate, and, like 
any disaster, its ill effects are lasting: people are patronizing, 
life is a struggle, one is deprived of all comforts and feels 
utterly listless. 

To this his pupils reacted like thoroughbreds to the touch 
of a whip. Such was their affection for their teacher that they 
felt conscience stricken and began to collect bigger and better 
helpings of alms food for him. But he told them: “Don't waste 











your efforts, my friends. Collecting alms food isn't going to 
put an end to the rigors of poverty for anyone. If you cannot 
bear to see me suffer these miseries, you would do better to 
direct your efforts toward getting some money. Why? [5] Be- 
cause, though food cures hunger, though water cures thirst, 
and though charms and medicine cure disease, it is money 
and the respect it gains that cures the ills of poverty." 

“What can we do?" asked his pupils. "Unfortunately, for 
us the possibilities are limited. Now [6] if one could get money 
as one gets alms, we would not leave you to suffer in poverty 
like this, dear master. [7] Usually brahmins receive gifts and, 
in that way, acquire a modicum of wealth. But the people here 
are not generous, and we are at our wits’ end.” "The law 
books do prescribe alternative methods for brahmins to get 
money,” replied the teacher, "but I am getting old and no 
longer have the energy to put any of them into practice.” “But 
master,’ said the pupils, “we are still young and energetic. If 
you think we can carry out what the law books prescribe, 
then say so. It would be a way of repaying you for the trouble 


. of teaching us.” "Young people easily lose heart, and even you 


might find it hard to succeed, using such methods as these 


. for getting money. However,” continued the teacher, “if you 
| insist, then listen while I tell you one extremely good way of 


getting money. [8] As an emergency measure, stealing is con- 
sidered a brahmin's prerogative. And surely poverty is an ex- 


treme form of emergency in this life. So it is no sin for a 


brahmin to appropriate other people's possessions. Espe- 
cially as they are all his by right anyway. |9] Of course, you 
could seize money by open force. But that is not the way. One 
has one's reputation to think of. So always choose a lonely 


. Spot to make your attempt.” 


At this his pupils felt greatly relieved. Although what he 


. said was quite wrong, they greeted it with approval, as 
| though it were quite right. All except the Bodhisattva. [10] His 
. innate goodness made it impossible for him to acquiesce. On 


the contrary, he felt strongly opposed to what the others had 


| accepted as their duty. He bowed his head in shame, sighed 
. gently, and kept silent. 
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The teacher had a high regard for the Great Being’s inher- 
ent goodness, and, when he noticed that he neither wel- 
comed nor rejected his proposal, he began to wonder why he 
should disapprove of theft. Was it because he lacked the nec- 
essary determination? Or because he had come to dislike his 
teacher? Or was it because he knew it was a crime? To make 
him reveal his feelings, the brahmin said to the Bodhisattva: 
“Noble brahmin, [11] these brahmins can no longer bear my 
plight and so are ready, like real men, to take action. But you 
seem unmoved and apathetic. Is it that my distress does not 
touch you? [12] I have spoken about it in the clearest terms, 
without sparing details. So how can you stand there, calm 
and stolid, as though all were well?” 

The Bodhisattva inclined respectfully toward his teacher 
and said, with some embarrassment: “Heaven forbid that it 
should appear that I am indifferent to my master’s sufferings 
through lack of affection or hardness of heart! Rather attrib- 
ute my attitude to the fact that it is quite impossible to follow 
the course he has prescribed. For there is nowhere one can 
commit a crime and hope to escape detection. You ask why? 
Because one is never alone. [13] The man who does a wicked 
deed has nowhere in the world where he can be alone. Are 
there not invisible beings who keep watch over men, [14] and 
are there not holy men of great spiritual power whose super- 
natural vision is ever awake? The fool does not see them, 
thinks he is alone, and sets about his evil business. (15) And yet 
I do not know of a single deserted spot anywhere. Just be- 
cause I cannot see anyone else there, a place is not empty: I 
am there. (16) An evil act may be witnessed by someone else or 
by oneself. But it is far more noticeable to oneself. 117] One 
person may notice what another person does, or else, if he is 
engrossed in his own business, he may not. But being pas- 
sionately involved in the matter, one inevitably knows when 
it is oneself who is doing something wrong. That is the rea- 
son for my present attitude.” And noticing that his teacher 
was quite won over, the Bodhisattva continued: [18] “Nor can I 
believe that your Holiness would deceive us like this for the 
sake of gain. Could anyone who understands the difference 





between virtue and vice amass a fortune at the expense of 
virtue? Now let me give you my own opinion: [19] I would 
rather go with a monk's drab robe and begging bowl to my 
enemy's house and see him living in luxury than shamelessly 
contemplate some moral outrage, even if I stood to become 
lord of heaven." 

At this his teacher was overwhelmed with delight and ad- 
miration. He rose from his seat, embraced the Bodhisattva, 
and said: “How right, my noble brahmin, and how worthy of 
you whose wisdom shows in your calm demeanor. [20] Fools 
stray from the path of duty at the slightest excuse, but good 
people never go wrong, even when living in utter penury. 
Austerity, learning, and wisdom are their wealth. [21] You adorn 
your own spotless family as the moon does the sky when it 
rises in autumn. By behaving so remarkably well you have 
given proof of your learning, and my own efforts are re- 
warded by this happy outcome.” 

So, then,—since it is self-respect that keeps good people 
from overstepping the bounds of propriety, a decent person 
should be filled with a powerful sense of shame. 
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Unmadayanti 


VIENTIWHEN'«*SUEFFERING!: #LORMENGE: 
good people are loath to do anything mean. They rely instead 
on their own resilience. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was at one time 
king of the Sibis and dedicated himself to the good of the 
world by practicing truthfulness, generosity, calm, wisdom, 
and other excellent virtues. He seemed to be Justice and Dis- 
cipline personified, and he cared for his subjects as a father 
would for his children. (1| The king curbed their evil tenden- 
cies and inculcated the finer virtues, as father to son, and, as 
a result, his people rejoiced in this world and the next. [2] He 
administered justice in strict accordance with the Law and 
applied it with as much rigor to his own relatives as to every- 
one else. This barred people from the path of wrongdoing 
and served as a flight of steps leading to heaven. [3] Seeing that 
the good of the world was intimately bound up with the Law, 
the king made that his sole preoccupation. He gave himself 
up body and soul to following the Law and would suffer no 
one else to infringe it. 

Now, a prominent citizen in the king's capital had a daugh- 
ter who was the embodiment of beauty, love personified. She 
was like one of the heavenly nymphs, with her great loveli- 
ness and ravishing looks, and was generally considered a 
jewel among women. [4] She was so attractive that no one with 
an ounce of feeling could take his eyes off her, once he was in 
thrall to her beauty. And in consequence her family called 
her Unmadayanti, Bewitching. 

Her father brought her to the king's notice, saying: “My 
lord, a jewel of a woman has appeared in your realm. It is for 
your highness to decide whether or not you wish to take her 


as your wife.” Straightaway the king summoned brahmins 
who were expert in female physiognomy, and he directed 
them to find out whether she would be suitable for him or 
not.! Her father duly invited the brahmins to his house and 
asked Unmadayanti to attend to his guests. She said she 
would and promptly set about serving them refreshments. 
But, [5] at the sight of her face, their eyes fixed in a stare. Love 
robbed those brahmins of all composure. Like men in a 
drunken stupor, they were no longer in control of their eyes 
or their feelings. And since they were quite incapable of stay- 
ing calm enough to make a sober assessment, let alone of 
having something to eat, the burgher removed his daughter 
from their sight and entertained the brahmins himself before 
letting them go. 

The brahmins admitted that the girl's beauty was entranc- 
ing. Indeed, she had something of the sorceress about her. 
And for that reason they thought the king ought not even to 
set eyes on her. There was no question of making her his wife: 
her beauty would inevitably bewitch his heart, and he would 
attend less enthusiastically to spiritual and practical matters. 
By stinting the time required for his duties as king, he would 
prejudice his people's chance of welfare and happiness, and 
that would lead to disaster. (61 The sight of her would be 
enough to jeopardize the sanctity of a saint, let alone a sus- 
ceptible young prince with a roving eye and living in comfort. 

So, after deciding what was the proper thing to do in the 
circumstances, the brahmins approached the king at the ear- 
liest opportunity and reported as follows: “Your highness, we 
have seen the girl. Beauty she has but nothing else, and her 
looks are marred by signs of ill omen. So your highness 
should not set eyes on her, let alone take her as wife. |7) For a 
woman with ill-omened looks casts a shadow over the fame 
and fortune of two families, just as a cloudy, moonless night 
obscures the beauty and distinctness of earth and sky.” 

Hearing how matters stood, the king accepted that, if the 
girl had ill-omened looks, she was not suited to become a 
member of his family, and so he lost interest in her. The 
burgher learned that the king did not want his daughter, and 
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he forthwith gave her in marriage to Abhiparaga, one of the 
king's ministers. 

One day, when the season of the Kaumudi festival? had 
come round, the king was eager to see the decorations with 
which his capital had been festooned. So he toured the city 
in his royal carriage. The streets and marketplaces had been 
swept clean and sprinkled with water. Flags and banners of 
all colors were hoisted. Heaps of flower offerings made 
patches of dazzling color at every turn. Music and dance, 
singing, miming, and merrymaking were in full swing. Flow- 
ers, incense, sandalwood, perfumes, garlands, and liquor 
mingled their various scents with those from the powders 
and ointments used at the bathing places and pervaded the 
air. All sorts of beautiful objects were exhibited for sale, and 
the spacious main street was thronged with prosperous, 
happy, and brightly dressed people, from town and country. 

On his round of the city, the king passed near the house of 
his minister Abhiparaga. Now Unmadayanti was indignant at 
having been rejected by the king because she was supposed 
to have ill-omened looks. So, pretending she was anxious to 
get a glimpse of him, she stationed herself on the roof of her 
mansion, illuminating it as lightning does the top of a cloud, 
with her beautiful figure in full view. “Now let's see whether 
he can face a woman with ill-omened looks and remain calm 
and unruffled,” she thought to herself. 

Meanwhile the king was eagerly taking in the splendid 
sights of the capital, when suddenly his gaze fell upon her 
standing there before him. Now, [8] although he was fully ac- 
customed to observing the physical charms of the palace 
beauties, yet, because of his devotion to the path of virtue 
and because of his persistence in subduing his senses, he had 
never been aroused. [9] Though he had great powers of self- 
control, though he was bashful—not knowing where to look 
when the young wives of other men eyed him—yet, despite 
himself, he gazed at this woman with a long, steady stare, 
overcome with passionate wonder. (10] Could this be Kaumudi 
in person? or the guardian spirit of the house? or a heavenly 
nymph? or a demoness? For this was no human beauty. As he 


puzzled over who she could be, the king could not see 
enough of her. But his carriage moved on, contrary to what 
he would have wished, past that spot and back to the palace. 
Like one distracted, thinking of nothing but her, now that 
love had shattered his will-power, he questioned his coach- 
man, Sunanda, in private. [11] "Do you know who owns that 
house with white walls? And who was that woman who 
shone there like a streak of lightning on a white cloud?" The 
coachman replied: “Your majesty's chief minister, Abhipar- 
aga—the house belongs to him, and that is his wife, the 
daughter of Kiritavatsa. She is called Unmadayanti.” 

When the king heard that she was already married, a 
shadow crossed his heart. With a fixed stare he gave himself 
up to sad thoughts and breathed a long and heavy sigh. 
Wholly preoccupied with her, he softly muttered to himself: 
[12] "Those soft, sweet syllables—Unmadayanti—ah! how 
rightly named she is, since she has indeed bewitched me with 
that radiant smile. (13) I would forget her, but that I have her 
image in my mind. For either my thoughts go out to her, or 
else she is a powerful presence within them. (14) And that this 
folly of mine should be on account of another man’s wife. . . . 
I must be mad, since shame as well as sleep seem now to have 
deserted me. {15} One moment I am blissfully absorbed in 
thinking about the way she moves, her smile, her glance; then 
suddenly the gong strikes the hour, and its shattering sound 
reminds me that my brief respite from the cares of state is 
over and makes me resentful.” 

So it was that the king's composure was destroyed by force 
of passion. Though he tried to take a hold on himself, his 
pale, wasted features, his preoccupied manner, the way he 
sighed and stretched his limbs, were clear signs that he was 
in love. (16) However much the king determined to conceal his 
emotion, it showed in his fixed expression, a sign of troubled 
thoughts, and in his thinness. 

Now Abhiparaga, the minister, was a sensitive interpreter 
of outward behavior and facial expression. He realized the 
state the king was in, as well as the reason for it, and feared it 
might prove fatal. For he was fond of the king and knew how 
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overwhelming was the power of love. So, he went to him, 
made sure he was alone, and, by his leave, made the following 
declaration: [17] "My lord, just now, while I was at my devo- 
tions, a spirit appeared and said to me: 'How comes it that 
you are unaware that the king has lost his heart to Unmada- 
yanti?' [18] Then the spirit immediately disappeared, without 
another word. I have come to you because I don't know what 
to make of it. If this is true, my lord, why show such lack of 
trust in me by keeping it quiet? Please do me the favor of 
taking her for yourself" 

At this remonstrance the king bowed his head in embar- 
rassment. Though hopelessly in love, he was deeply imbued 
with a sense of what was right. And so it was without falter- 
ing that he refused in the plainest terms: "That cannot be. 
And why? [19] Because such merit as I may have attained so far 
would immediately be canceled out—and I am not immor- 
tal? because my subjects also would get to know about this 
sin of mine, because to be parted from her would be like fire 
searing your heart and then shriveling you up like deadwood. 
[20] Doing such a thing would have evil consequences both in 
this life and the next—which is why the unwise would do it, 
and precisely why the wise would not." "My lord, there is no 
need to suppose that you would be doing wrong,” answered 
Abhiparaga. [21] “By helping me in an act of generosity, you 
would in fact be doing a good deed, whereas by not accepting 
her from me you would be preventing an act of generosity 
and so be doing wrong. Nor can I see how this can lay you 
open to public disgrace, [22] since it is a matter purely between 
us two. Who else need know of it? So do not worry over what 
other people might say against you. Besides, you will be doing 
me a favor, not an injury. How so? (23) Well, can a heart that is 
full of pleasure at serving its master's interests be troubled? 
So, my lord, give free rein to your heart's desire—there is no 
need to worry about hurting me.” “Heaven forbid!” said the 
king. [24] "This intense devotion to me has apparently blinded 
you to the fact that counseling generosity does not in every 
instance lead to good. [25] Anyone so devoted that he will sac- 
rifice his own life for our sake is a friend more dear than any 





relative, and that man's wife is surely a friend too. So it is 
wrong of you to lead me astray. And your claim that no one 
else need know does not alter the fact that it would be a sin. 
(26) Even if undetected, how can a wrongdoer hope to flourish, 
any more than someone who takes poison? The gods with 
their clear sight and the ascetics with their superhuman pow- 
ers cannot fail to notice him. Furthermore, [27] who would se- 
riously believe that you do not love her or that you would not 
feel greatly distressed the moment you forsook her?" (28) “Iam 
your slave,” replied Abhiparaga, “I and my wife and children. 
You are my master, my idol. So, my lord, how would you be 
behaving wrongly toward her, since she is your slave? And as 
to your claim that I love her, what of it? [29] Of course I love 
her. That is why I want to give her to you, your majesty. For 
he who gives away something that is precious to him receives 
in his next life precious things that give him even greater 
pleasure. So, my lord, deign to accept her" "Certainly not,” 
said the king. "It would be quite wrong. 130) I would throw 
myself on to a sharp sword or into the flickering flames of a 
fire rather than strike a blow at Virtue, to which I owe my 
present good fortune.” To this, Abhiparaga replied: “If your 
majesty is unwilling to accept her because she is my wife, I 
shall order her to become a prostitute whom anyone can have 
for the asking. Then, perhaps, your majesty might take her.” 
"Are you out of your mind?” exclaimed the king. (31) "Were you 
to desert an innocent wife, you would not only be punished 
by me but would smart under the reproaches of others, in 
this life and the next. So stop inciting me to do wrong, and 
apply yourself instead to doing what is right.” But Abhiparaga 
persisted: [32] "If what I suggest is in any way improper and if 
people criticize me or if I suffer for it, I will face the conse- 
quences, whatever they may be, happy in the knowledge that 
you are happy. [33] I know of no one in the world worthier of 
receiving an offering than you, great king. Through Unma- 
dayanti I can increase my store of merit. You have only to act 
the priest and accept her as my fee" “Of course,” said the 
king, *it is your extreme devotion to us that makes you so 
eager to be of service, without regard to whether the conse- 
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quences to yourself are good or bad. That is why I am espe- | 
cially concerned for you. One cannot afford to be indifferent 
to public disapproval. Look, [34] if you behave as you please and 
pay no attention to what people say or to what the conse- 
quences may be, people will distrust you and success will 
certainly elude you—which is why I implore you [35] not to 
imagine there is anything, not even the saving of life, that 
justifies a violation of morals. The harm is great and certain; 
uncertain and meager the gain. Furthermore [36] no decent per- 
son pursues his own happiness if it means subjecting others 
to scorn and similar unpleasantness. And so, without causing 
pain to others and abiding by what is right, I shall face my 
problems alone.” “But,” Abhiparaga continued, “what wrong 
can there be either in my devotedly acting in my master’s 
interests or in your majesty’s accepting her as a gift? All the 
Sibis—townsmen and countrymen alike—would agree that 
there is nothing wrong in this. So may your highness deign 
to accept her.” The king replied: “You really have set your 
heart on being of service to me. But just think a moment: 
which of us knows best what is right, the Sibis in town and 
country, you, or me?” In some confusion, Abhiparaga an- 
swered the king: (37) "My lord, thanks to your tireless attend- 
ance on the elders, your authoritative learning, your intellec- 
tual acuity, and also your surpassing knowledge of the three 
objects of life,* the truth lies within you as in Brhaspati.” 5 “So 
you shouldn't try to mislead me in this matter,” continued the 
king. "For [38] thefortunes ofthe world depend on the behavior 
of its rulers. And for that reason, bearing in mind how de- 
voted my subjects are, I shall keep to the path of virtue, 
which befits my reputation. [39] Just as cows follow in a bull's 
tracks, be they straight or crooked, so people imitate their 
ruler, free of cares and without being goaded on to do so. 
Besides, just think: [40] if I haven't the strength even to keep 
myself under control, what on earth will happen to my 
people, who look to me as their guardian? [41] Therefore, with 
a view to the good of my subjects, to my own duty, and to my 
untarnished reputation, I will not give way to my passion. For 
I am the leader of my people, the bull of the herd." 





Abhiparaga, the minister, was finally won over by the 
king's determination. Bowing and stretching out his cupped 
hands, he said: [42] “How extremely fortunate your subjects are 
to have you as their protector. One rarely finds such devotion 
to goodness, without regard to personal well-being, even 
among saintly hermits. [43] Great king ... in your case the 
word 'great' rings true. Such titles, when bestowed on worth- 
less individuals, are apt to sound unpleasantly like sarcasm. 
[44] But why should I feel so amazed, so excited at how you 
have behaved? — You are as full of virtues as the ocean is of 
jewels." 

So, then—even when suffering torment, good people are 
loath to do anything mean. They rely instead on their resili- 
ence and well-developed sense of what is right. 
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Supdraga 


Os GLAIM* WITH) TRUTHATHADONES 
actions have been grounded in the moral Law is enough to 
avert disaster, quite apart from the reward of such actions. So 
follow the edicts of the moral Law. 

According to tradition, the Great Being, when still a Bo- 
dhisattva, was once a supremely able ship’s captain. (It is in 
the nature of a Bodhisattva, thanks to his inborn intelligence, 
to excel even the experts in whatever branch of art or science 
he chooses to master.) Knowing as he did the movements of 
the heavenly bodies, the Great One never lost his sense of 
direction. He recognized all the telltale signs around him— 
the usual, the unusual, and the dangerous—so that he could 
forecast how long good or bad conditions would last. From 
such clues as the fish, the color of the water, the type of ter- 
rain, the birds, and the rocks, he could easily plot his posi- 
tion at sea. He also had presence of mind and could fight off 
drowsiness and fatigue. Ever alert and tenacious, he put up 
with heat and cold and with the exhausting onslaught of the 
elements. Thanks to his skill in getting under way and mak- 
ing a good landfall, merchants could be sure of reaching 
their destination. His voyages proved so extremely successful 
that he came to be called Supàraga.? And the seaport where 
he lived was also called Suparaga (nowadays known as Sür- 
paraka). His reputation as a bringer of good luck was such 
that overseas merchants who wanted to be sure of a safe pas- 
sage would come to him, even in his old age, and beg him as 
a favor to take charge of their ships. 

Now, one day some merchants who had set sail from 
Bharukaccha? put in at the port of Suparaga. They were 
bound for Suvarnabhümi* and, wanting to be sure of a good 





run, begged the Great One to come abroad. He asked them (1| 
what help he could possibly be to them now that, by old age's 
stern decree, his sight was failing and bouts of lassitude made 
him less alert than he had been. He simply had not the energy 
for anything physically demanding. The merchants assured 
him that they were well aware of his condition and that they 
realized he could not endure any strain. They had no inten- 
tion of assigning him any laborious duties. [2] All he had to do 
was to favor their ship with the touch of his lotus-like feet, 
and the dust would act as a talisman. Even if some great dan- 
ger arose at sea, the ship would sail on in safety. That was 
why they had come to him. 

The Noble One felt sympathy for them. And so, despite his 
decrepitude, he went aboard their vessel. At this the mer- 
chants were one and all delighted. They were certain now 
that their voyage would meet with complete success. 

In due course they took to the open sea where fish of all 
sorts swarm in shoals, where strong gales lash the waves in 
wild delight and the waters roar in fury. Above, the foaming 
crests are like wreathes of white blossom — while below, the 
ocean floor, encrusted with many kinds of gems, is forever 
changing. But in those unfathomable depths also lie the for- 
bidding underworld haunts of snake spirits and demons. [3] 
The coastline vanished as they ventured out into mid-ocean. 
All around them stretched the fathomless waters, deep sap- 
phire blue. It was as though the sky had melted under the 
scorching rays of the sun. 

Evening drew on, and the sun’s ball of fire burned less 
fiercely. They were far out at sea when, suddenly, a vast and 
terrifying cataclysm burst upon them. [4] From one moment 
to the next the sea grew wild: the whole mass of water be- 
came turbulent and groaned horribly at the buffeting of the 
violent wind. Shattered waves hurled sheets of spray. [5] 
Whole tracts of water were tossed in the air by this hurricane 
and whirled about with frightening swiftness. The ocean 
took on a savage aspect, as does the earth at doomsday, when 
the mountains tremble. (6) Dark clouds, with bright streaks of 
lightning like the flickering tongues of many-headed snakes, 
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obscured the sun's path, and continual thunderclaps echoed | 
menacingly. [7] The sun gradually dipped toward the horizon, 
its fine mesh of rays blotted out by dense cloud, and dark- 
ness, unleashed by close of day, became palpable, enveloping 
all. (8] As the stinging showers of rain lashed the encircling 
waves, the ocean heaved in rage, and the ship, as though in 
fear, shuddered horribly, filling the mariners’ hearts with dis- 
may. [9] Each of them reacted according to temperament: 
some were panic-stricken and stood speechless and despair- 
ing, others kept calm and busily took countermeasures, 
while others were absorbed in praying to their guardian spir- 
its. 

The ship was at the mercy of strong currents now that the 
sea had been whipped up by the gale, and the seafaring mer- 
chants were adrift. Day followed day without their catching 
sight of any land or even of the expected seamarks. Those 
they did see were strange to them and only made them feel 
even more desperate. Fear and despondency overwhelmed 
them until Suparaga, the Bodhisattva, rallied them: “If you 
venture out into the middle of the ocean, you must not be 
surprised at having to face a cataclysmic storm. So, gentle- 
men, do not give way to despair. [10] Despair is no remedy for 
misfortune. So dismiss all negative thoughts. If one perse- 
veres and is ready to take prompt action, one can overcome 
difficulties without difficulty. 111) Shake off this miserable apa- 
thy and meet the challenge with positive action. A person of 
sense displays energy and determination, and success is 
within his grasp, no matter what the circumstances." 

The voyagers were reassured by what the Great One said, 
and, as they scanned the ocean in the hopes of sighting land, 
they noticed some creatures in human form, apparently 
coated in silver mail, diving and surfacing among the waves. 
After carefully observing their shape and peculiarities, the 
voyagers reported in amazement to Suparaga: "This certainly 
is a phenomenon never seen before in all the wide ocean. [12] 
They look just like demon warriors, coated in silver mail. 
Their eyes are frightening, and their deformed noses look like 
razors. Whoever they are, they seem to be enjoying some sort 








of game, to judge by the way they plunge into the ocean 
waves and surface again, all sparkling" "These are neither 
men nor monsters,” said Suparaga, “but only fish? So there 
is no need to be afraid of them. Nevertheless, [13] we have been 
driven far off from both ports.* This is the Ksuramali’ Ocean. 
So try and turn back.” 

But the ship was being swept along by a following wind 
which only bore them farther out. And this, together with 
the violent pull of the current in the sea swell, made it impos- 
sible for them to turn back. As they drifted farther and farther 
out, they espied yet another ocean whose waters shone sil- 
very bright, while a mass of foam overlaid it with white. In 
astonishment the travelers asked Suparaga [14] what ocean this 
was, clothed in white satin, to judge by the way its waters 
were submerged by foam. Dazzling whiteness streamed in 
every direction, as though the sea were made of liquid moon- 
beams. "Good heavens!” exclaimed Suparaga. “We really are 
far out: [15] this is the milky ocean called Dadhimali.* It would 
be rash to go any farther, if there is any chance of our turning 
back.” “We can't even slow the ship down,” answered the mer- 
chants, "let alone turn her about. The contrary wind and the 
ship's own powerful momentum make it impossible." 

After crossing this ocean as well, they saw yet another. Its 
rolling breakers were tinged a glowing gold, its waters shone 
like reddish flames. Once again, in amazement and curiosity, 
the merchants questioned Suparaga: (16) “It looks as if these 
bright swelling waters have been tinted with the radiance of 
the rising sun. This ocean is like a huge, blazing fire. What is 
it called and why?" (17) "This is the ocean called Agnimali.? It 
is notorious, and it would be a very good thing if we could 
turn back from it.” Through foresight the Great One dis- 
closed only the name of this ocean, not the reason why the 
water had changed color. 

The merchants crossed this ocean too, whereupon they 
sighted another, whose waters glinted with the brilliance of 
topazes and sapphires and that, in color, resembled the 
blades of kusa grass when fully grown. Full of curiosity, they 
questioned Suparaga: [18] “Now which of the oceans is this, 
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with its water the color of fully grown kuśa blades? The | 
flecks of foam on its wind-tossed waves look like flowers.” 
“Honorable merchants,” replied Suparaga, “make every effort 
to turn back. It would be most inadvisable to go beyond this 
point. [19] This is the Kusamali'? Ocean, which is like an un- 
manageable elephant. The sheer force of its irresistible waves 
will carry off not only us but all chance of happiness.” The 
merchants then made a supreme effort to turn the ship back, 
but they failed. 

And so they sailed over that ocean also, until they caught 
sight of yet another. This one had greenish water, like a mix- 
ture of emeralds and beryls. [20] “Which of the oceans are we 
looking at now?” asked the merchants. “With its emerald- 
green waters, it looks like a lush meadow, while its pretty 
crests of foam are like white water lilies.” The Great One was 
bitterly distressed at their impending doom. He heaved a 
long, deep sigh and then quietly said: (21) “We have gone too 
far. To return from here is scarcely possible. For this is the 
Nalamali!! Ocean, almost at the world’s end.” At this the mer- 
chants were overwhelmed with despair. All energy seemed to 
drain from their limbs. They collapsed on the spot and did 
nothing but heave sighs. 

So they crossed that ocean as well. Then, in the evening, 
as the sun dipped its faint rays as though intent on slipping 
into the watery depths, they heard a frightful noise coming 
from the sea. It was as though the whole ocean were swelling 
up, lightning flashes were colliding, and whole forests of 
bamboo were ablaze and crackling. The ear-splitting sound 
pierced them to the heart and left them in the grip of fear. 
With quivering nerves they leaped up and scanned the ocean 
on all sides. And they beheld the whole mass of water cascad- 
ing over what looked like a precipice into a huge chasm. At 
the sight of this they quailed. In terror they turned to Supar- 
aga and said: [22] “The raging sea is making such a frightful din 
that our ears are splitting and our brains are in a whirl. One 
can hear it even at this distance, and ahead the whole mass of 
water is pouring down into a terrifying chasm. What sea is 
this? And do you think there is anything more we can do 





now?" "Alas and alack!” cried the Great One, anxiously sur- 
veying the sea. [23] "You have reached the point of no return — 
sailed right into the jaws of death—arrived at that fatal spot, 
the Mare's Mouth." ? On hearing this and realizing they had 
indeed arrived at the Mare's Mouth, the merchants despaired 
of their lives. Fear of death overwhelmed them. [24] Some wept 
and wailed or cried aloud. Others were so dazed with terror 
that they did nothing at all. (25) Others, stunned by this calam- 
ity, turned to the gods—to Indra especially but also to the 
Adityas, the Rudras, the Maruts, and the Vasus.? Some en- 
treated the Ocean itself. (265) Some muttered various spells, 
while others duly abased themselves before Devi.'* Others 
again approached Suparaga, and each in his own way made 
bitter lament. [27] “You never fail in compassion, and in the face 
of disaster you allay fear. Now is the moment for you to dis- 
play your extraordinary powers. [28] Apply yourself, in your 
wisdom, to rescuing us who, helpless, turn to you in our 
hour of need, for the sea in its fury is intent on swallowing us 
up in the Mare’s Mouth. [29] It would be wrong of you to let 
this company perish at sea. The ocean dare not disregard 
your command. So put a stop to its violence." 

The Noble One, in his great compassion, shared in their 
affliction and spoke these words of comfort to the merchants: 
"Even now, it occurs to me, there is a remedy at hand. I shall 
try it at once. For the moment, though, you must take heart, 
gentlemen" The chance of a reprieve roused their flagging 
spirits, and the merchants watched him in hushed expect- 
ancy. Putting his upper robe over one shoulder and bending 
his right knee to the deck, Suparaga the Bodhisattva, concen- 
trating his whole being, did obeisance to the Buddhas. Then 
he addressed the seafarers: *Honorable merchants and you 
special deities who inhabit sea and sky, mark what I say. 130] 
Ever since I have been aware of myself, ever since I have been 
able to discriminate, I do not recall ever having intentionally 
harmed a living thing. (31) On the strength of this truth and my 
own store of merit, let the ship turn back safe, before reach- 
ing the Mare's Mouth" 

The effect of the Great One taking his stand on truth^ 
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worked together with the power of his merit to make both 
wind and current alter, so that the ship turned back. The 
merchants were utterly amazed to see the ship alter course. 
Full of excitement, they went to Suparaga, bowed respect- 
fully, and repeatedly informed him of it. The Great One told 
the merchants to keep calm and to hoist the sails quickly. 
Those whose duty it was did as he commanded. Joy had put 
new strength into them. [32] To the sound of laughter from her 
happy crew, the ship sped across the ocean. Her white sails 
outspread like beautiful wings, she looked like a snow goose 
in a cloudless sky. A following wind and a calm sea allowed 
the ship to return with the ease of a magic conveyance: it 
sailed on of its own accord. 

Stars like jewels dotted the spreading canopy of night, but 
the glow of twilight had not entirely given way to darkness: 
there was still a glimmer on the horizon where the sun had 
set. As night began her sway, Suparaga addressed the mer- 
chants: “Gentlemen, as we recross the oceans familiar to us, 
starting with the Nalamali, haul abroad as much sand and as 
many pebbles as you can. In this way, if a violent hurricane 
hits the ship, she will not split her sides. And if you consider 
the sand and pebbles as talismans, they are sure to bring you 
some profit.” So the traders dredged up what they took to be 
sand and pebbles from places suggested to them by spirits 
who were full of love and admiration for Suparaga. But it was 
beryls and other precious stones that they hauled on board. 

In the course of that single night the ship reached Bharu- 
kaccha. [33] By daybreak they had reached their native shores, 
and their ship was loaded with silver and gold, sapphires and 
beryls. In an outburst of joy they affectionately sang the 
praises of Suparaga. 

So, then—to claim with truth that one’s actions have been 
grounded in the moral Law is enough to avert disaster, quite 


apart from the reward of such actions. So follow the edicts of | 


the moral Law. 


The Lord of the Fish 


HATEVER THEIR AIMS, MEN OF IN- 
tegrity succeed and prosper already in this life, not to speak 
of the next. So one should make every effort to be pure in 
heart. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was once lord of 
the fish in quite a small lake, whose pleasant waters were 
adorned with lilies and lotuses, red, white, and blue. Geese, 
ducks, and pairs of sheldrakes further enhanced it, and the 
trees that grew by its shore showered blossoms upon it. 

In the course of many previous incarnations the Bodhi- 
sattva had made a habit of altruism, so that even in his pre- 
sent circumstances he was bent on procuring the welfare and 
happiness of the other fish. (1) Good or bad behavior, by force 
of habit, becomes part of a man's nature, to such a degree that 
he will go on practicing one or the other even in another 
incarnation, quite unconsciously, as though in a dream. The 
Great Being felt as tenderly toward those fish, as if they were 
his own beloved offspring, and in various ways he showed 
them great kindness: he gave them presents, spoke kindly to 
them, and helped them to behave worthily.' (2) Any desire they 
might have to do each other harm he restrained, and instead 
he fostered mutual affection. Thanks to these efforts and to 
his own ingenuity, he managed to make them forget the cruel 
habits of fish. [3] Under his careful surveillance the shoal 
flourished, like a town freed from troubles by a king devoted 
to justice. 

Now, at one time, partly because the creatures' store of 
good fortune had run out, partly because the rain spirits were 
negligent, there was not enough rain from heaven. As a result 
of this scanty rainfall, the lake did not fill up, as it had previ- 
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ously, with fresh water tinged yellow by full-blown kadamba 
blossom. As summer drew on, the rays of the sun blazed with 
ever greater intensity and, as though faint with exhaustion, 
drank thirstily at the lake, day after day. So did the sun- 
scorched earth, and the wind also, who, feeling it was pur- 
sued by tongues of flame, longed for refreshment. As a result, 
the lake shrank to a pool. (4) In summer the sun blazes out, 
the harsh wind darts flames, and the earth, as though fever 
stricken, is nowhere cool. You might think it was in anger 
that these three dry up the waters. The shoal of fish were 
reduced to despair. Flocks of crows were already marking 
them as prey, not to mention all the birds that lived at the 
waters edge. As he watched them helplessly wriggling, the 
Bodhisattva was filled with pity and started thinking: "Oh 
what a miserable fate has befallen my poor fish! [5] Each day 
the water grows less, as though to emulate life itself, and it is 
still a long time before any clouds can be expected. [6] There 
is no means of escape, and, besides, who is there to lead us 
somewhere else? Scenting our plight, our enemies are gath- 
ering round. [7] As soon as the rest of the water disappears, 
these twitching fish will provide a meal for their foes, before 
my very eyes. Now what would be the right thing to do in the 
circumstances?" On reflection, the Great One saw that the 
sole remedy for their distress was to take his stand on truth.? 
Out of compassion he shared in their sufferings, and so, heav- 
ing a long, deep sigh, he looked up to the sky and said: (8) "As. | 
surely as I do not recall ever having intentionally killed a 
living creature, even in the most desperate situation, so, by | 
the power of this truth, may the lord of gods send rain and 
fill the lakes with water.” 

Now thanks to the Great One's store of merit and by rea- © 
son of his taking his stand on truth—also because the whole ` 
hierarchy of heaven was favorably disposed toward him— ` 
dark clouds appeared on every side, even though it was not | 
the season for them. Their rounded forms hung low, heavy ` 
with rain. From them came a gentle rumble of thunder, and | | 
streaks of lightning sported about their massive, dark sum- — 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


mits. They seemed to expand and embrace each other, slowly 


| stretching forward their outer edges, like arms. [9] Like moun- 


. tains reflected in the mirror of the sky, those black clouds 


seemed to blot out the horizon and, with their lofty summits, 
to spread darkness all around. (10) The peacocks greeted those 
masses of cloud with complicated dances and prolonged 
shrieks of delight. The long, low rumbling of the thunder 
seemed like loud laughter. (11) Then the rain was unleashed 
and showered down like pearls released from their shells. The 
dust subsided, and from the earth there rose a strong smell 
which was wafted by the gusty wind. (12) Though the heat of 
the sun's rays was at its most intense, it being summer, all at 
once it vanished. Torrents of water flowed down the moun- 
tain slopes, covering them with flecks of froth, [13] and a slen- 
der streak of lightning, inspired by the drumming of the 
clouds, performed a voluptuous dance, lighting up the ends 
of the earth again and again with flashes of yellow and gold. 

From all sides pale streams of water flowed into the lake 
and were filling it up. The crows and the other birds had 
flown off the moment the downpour had started. With re- 
newed hopes of survival, the fish were overjoyed. But despite 
a general feeling of gladness, the Bodhisattva was anxious in 
case the rain should stop. And so he urged on Parjany2? re- 
peatedly, saying: (14] “Give a deep, loud bellow, Parjanya, and 
upset those gloating crows. Shower down water glinting like 
a mass of jewels with continuous flashes of lightning." 

On hearing of this, Sakra, lord of the gods, in utter aston- 
ishment appeared and congratulated him, saying: (15] "Lord of 
the fish, it must be due to the great power generated by your 
extraordinary act of truth that the clouds rumble pleasantly 
and pour down water like tilted water pots. (16) But it is ex- 
tremely remiss of me not to join in the efforts of those, like 
you, who are concerned for the good of the world. [17] So from 
now on you need not worry: I undertake to support good 
people in their enterprises. Never again will this land be sub- 
jected to such an affliction, thanks to your goodness.” 

With these kind words he commended the Bodhisattva 
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and thereupon disappeared. The lake was filled to abun- 
dance. | | 

So, then— whatever their aims, men of integrity succeed 
and prosper already in this life, not to speak of the next. One 
should therefore make every effort to be pure in heart. 





| 


The Young Quail 


VENIEIRbDHISGPOWERLESSOAGAINST 
words redolent of truth. One should therefore make a prac- 
tice of speaking truth. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was once born as a 
young quail in the jungle. Some nights after hatching, his 
tender wings had still to develop, and he was so puny that all 
the separate parts of his body were clearly discernible. His 
parents had taken pains to build a nest in a bush well hidden 
by deep grass. Here he lived together with his numerous sib- 
lings. But even in this state he had not lost his sense of what 
is right, and he was unwilling to eat the living creatures that 
his parents offered him. Instead he kept himself alive on mil- 
let, banyan figs, and other such food as they brought. As a 
result of this coarse and inadequate diet, his body did not fill 
out and his wings did not develop properly, while the other 
little quails, who ate whatever they were given, grew strong 
and fully fledged. For it is a fact that [1] he who eats anything, 
without worrying about right or wrong, is happy and pros- 
pers, while he who wants to live in harmony with nature and 
is therefore careful about what he eats has a hard time in this 
world. (Moreover, the Lord said: [2] “For the shameless crow 
who is aggressive, bold, and not fastidious, life is easy, though 
tainted. {3} But for the man who has a sense of shame, who 
desires only what is pure, who is retiring, diffident, and hon- 
est, life on earth is beset with difficulties.') 

While they were living like this, a huge forest fire broke 
out not very far away. The noise it made was terrifying and 
incessant; smoke spread in thick clouds, and the advancing 
line of flames showered sparks. It caused havoc in the depths 
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of the forest and terrified the animals who lived there. [4] 
Tossed by the wind, its flames outspread like arms, leaping 
and roaring, with smoky hair wildly disheveled, it seemed to 
be performing some intricate dance. The animals panicked, 
[5] and the grass, swaying under the impact of the violent 
wind, seemed to be fleeing in terror. But the fire pounced on 
it in fury and scorched it with a shower of glittering sparks. [6] 
Whole flocks of birds took alarm and flew away in terror. 
Wild beasts ran around in circles, stricken with panic. Thick 
smoke enveloped everything, and with the hoarse crackle of 
flames the forest seemed to be roaring aloud in pain. 

Goaded on by the sharp wind, the fire gradually pene- 
trated the jungle and reached close to the nest. Immediately 
the young quails, with shrill, discordant shrieks of terror, 
flew up, without a thought for each other. But the Bodhi- 
sattva made no attempt to follow them: his body was too frail, 
and he was not fully fledged. Yet the Great Being, sure of his 
own powers, remained unruffled. As the fire approached im- 
petuously, he politely addressed it as follows: [7] "My feet 
hardly deserve the name of feet, and my wings have not 
grown. Also, my parents, in awe of you, have taken flight. I 
have nothing suitable to offer you as a guest. So, Fire, it 
would be best if you turned back from this spot.” This, the 
plainest truth, was what the Great Being said.? [8] And the fire, 
though fanned by the wind and raging amid deadwood and 
thickets of parched grass, immediately died down: faced with 
these words of his, it was as though it had come to a swollen 
river. [9] To this day, a forest fire, however much its blaze is 
stirred up by the wind, shrinks back—like a many-headed 
snake charmed by a spell—smothers its darting flames, and 
dies down altogether when it reaches that famous spot in the 
Himalaya. 

What, then, does this story illustrate? The saying goes that 
[10] just as the billowy ocean, with its waves like the hoods of 
serpents, cannot break its bounds, just as the seeker of the 
spirit cannot disregard the discipline prescribed by a great 
sage—so even fire cannot neglect the command of those for 





whom truth lies at the core of existence. Therefore one 16: 10 
should never desert truth. 

| So, then—even fire is powerless against words redolent of 

. truth. One should therefore make a practice of speaking 

truth. 
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The Jar Full of Spirits 


RINKING SPIRITS ISAHARMFUL AND 
pernicious habit, which is why decent people not only ab- 
stain from it themselves but also discourage others. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was once born as 
Sakra, lord of the gods. His mind was imbued with intense 
compassion, and he was bent on procuring happiness and 
well-being for others. This worthy inclination expressed itself 
in generosity, self-control, restraint, and other such qualities. 
Though free to enjoy all the exquisite sensual pleasures of 
heaven, he was so dominated by this feeling of compassion 
that he did not for one moment relax his efforts to be of 
service to the world. (1j Usually when people are drunk with 
happiness they can no longer be bothered to consider even 
their own interests. Yet, even the felicity of being lord in 
heaven did not turn the Bodhisattva’s head, and he remained 
as attentive as ever to the affairs of others. [2] For those who 
suffered all manner of harsh misfortunes he felt the same 
loving care as he did for his own family. Being resolute and 
aware of the obligations of his position, he never missed a 
chance of being helpful to others. 

One day when the Great One, with his powerful gaze full 
of compassion and tender affection, was surveying the world 
of men, he noticed a certain king, called Sarvamitra, who, by 
keeping bad company, had become addicted to drink and was 
dragging the whole country down with him. Knowing what a 
great sin it is to drink spirits and that the king was not aware 
of this, the Noble One felt great pity in his tormented heart 
and thought to himself: “Alas! what a calamity has befallen 
these people. [3] For drink, though pleasant enough at first, is 
like an enticing path to perdition: it debars from heaven those 


who are loath to see any sin in it. Now, what is the right thing 
to do in the circumstances? Ah yes, I know: [4] people are 
generally influenced by the way their superiors behave. Con- 
sequently, the king is the only one who needs to be cured, as 
he is the source of whatever is good or bad among his 
people.” 

On reaching this conclusion, the Great Being transformed 
himself into a brahmin. His complexion glowed like refined 
gold, but with his shock of matted hair which was rather 
coarse and unkempt and with his garments of bark and deer- 
skin, he looked formidable. A small jar full of spirits hung at 
his left side. 

In this guise he appeared, hovering in the air, before King 
Sarvamitra, who was sitting in his audience hall taking part 
in a conversation about the different kinds of intoxicating 
drink. In awed respect the company rose and humbly greeted 
the brahmin, one by one. Then, like a raincloud deeply rum- 
bling, the brahmin spoke out loudly: [5) “Who would like to 
buy this jar, filled up to its neck, its neck which is ringed with 
bright flowers? No ordinary jar this, with its lovely garland. (6) 
Encircled by a broad wreath of flowers fluttering in the 
breeze, this jar is gorgeously decked with tender sprays. 
Which of you will pay to have it?” 

The king gazed up in awe, his curiosity stifled by sheer 
wonder. Then, holding his hands together in respect, he said: 
(7) “You have the brilliance of the morning sun, the beauty of 
the moon, and the outward form of one of the Sages. Do 
please tell us by what name you are known among men: your 
varied attributes leave us still full of surmise as to who you 
are.” [8] "You will discover who I am soon enough,” replied 
Sakra. “For the moment, though, concentrate on buying this 
jar—that is, if you are not afraid of suffering in the next life 
or of dire misfortune already in this one.” “Your holiness cer- 
tainly has an unusual approach to selling goods,” said the 
king. [9] “The normal practice when selling one’s wares to 
people is to cry up their good points and to keep quiet about 
their defects, [10] though I suppose your method suits people 
such as yourself, who have a horror of falsehood. After all, 
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good people will not swerve from the truth, even in a desper- 
ate situation. [11] So tell us, blessed father, what this jar is filled 
with and what someone in your position can possibly expect 
to get from us in exchange.” "Listen, your highness,” an- 
swered Sakra. [12] “This jar is filled neither with rainwater nor 
with holy water, nor with fragrant honey culled from the 
heart of flowers, nor with the finest ghee, nor with milk the 
color of clear moonbeams falling upon white water lilies as 
they open out at night. No, this jar is filled with something 
evil. Listen to the powerful effects it produces. [13] Whoever 
drinks it will walk with faltering steps in a drunken stupor. 
He will stumble even where the ground is perfectly level, as 
his powers of concentration weaken. No longer capable of 
distinguishing edible from inedible, he will relish everything 
indiscriminately. Such are the contents of this vile little jar. 
Buy it, since it is for sale! (14) Thanks to this stuff you will no 
longer be in control of your own thoughts. You will shamble 
around mindlessly, like a dumb beast, and make your ene- 
mies weak with laughter. Under its influence you will get up 
and dance in the middle of an assembly, providing your own 
vocal accompaniment in place of a drum. It is well worth 
purchasing the contents of this jar, devoid though they are of 
any good. (15] Whoever drinks this brew will shed his usual 
modesty and parade the crowded streets naked as a Jain 
monk, free of the tiresome shackles of clothing. Such are the 
contents of this jar now up for sale. [16] Those who drink from 
it will be able to lie asleep and unconscious on a main road, 
while dogs calmly lick their faces spattered with the food 
brought up by vomiting. This is the desirable drink that has 
been poured into this jar. (17) A woman has only to partake of 
it, and, under its intoxicating influence, she is capable of 
tying her own parents to a tree, capable of disregarding her 
husband, be he rich as Kubera! himself. This is what is con- 
tained in the jar now on offer. (18) When the descendants of 
Vrsni and Andhaka? became fuddled with drink and, forget- 
ful of their common ancestry, pounded each other with 
clubs, this was the intoxicating liquor they drank, here in this 


| jar. [19] When families of the greatest eminence and established 


position have perished, when wealthy families have been 
ruined, it has been through addiction to the liquor in this jar 
now held up for sale. (20) Whoever has been drugged by the 
contents of this jar weeps uncontrollably or laughs without 


. stopping. His speech becomes slurred, his eyes heavy lidded, 


as though he had had a seizure. Inevitably he becomes an 


| object of contempt. [21] The aged also become addle-pated and 


blind to their own good. They babble on to no apparent pur- 


| pose—all due to the liquor in this jar now offered for sale. [22] 


It was as a result of drinking this that the primeval gods grew 
idle and were deprived of their position by Indra. While look- 


| ing for shelter they drowned in the ocean. This jar is full of 


that potion. Take it! [23] This jar contains something equivalent 
to a curse in physical form. It has the power to make a man 
tell a lie as though convinced that it is the truth, to do some- 


| thing wrong with the joyful certainty that it is right, and to 


convince himself that good is bad and that bad is good. 124 So 


| buy this chance to experience madness, this basis for evil- 
_ doing, this embodiment of bad luck, this begetter of sin, this 
sole sure road to ruin, this dreadful darkness of the mind. [25] 
_ My lord, buy this drink. It robs a man of his senses so com- 
_ pletely that he will murder his own innocent parents or a 


holy ascetic, without a thought for his future happiness. [26] 


| Such is this intoxicating drink, your divine majesty, and it 
. goes by the name of spirits. Go ahead and buy it, whichever 


of you has no bias toward virtue. (27) Those who are addicted 


. become hardened in their wrongdoing, and in the end they 
. tumble headlong down the dreadful precipice of hell or else 


are reborn as beasts or hungry ghosts. Is there anyone pre- 


|. pared to give itso much as a glance? [28] Even if drinking spirits 


has only a mild effect, it destroys the character and intelli- 


. gence of those who are born as human beings. And, as a fur- 


ther consequence, one is condemned either to live in the 
burning fiery hell called Avici or in the realm of the departed 
or to be incarnated among the lowest beasts. [29] Indeed, to 


drink this liquor is to blot one's character, to ruin one’s rep- 
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utation utterly, to throw modesty to the winds, and to cloud 
the mind. In short, it destroys all one's good qualities. How 
can you still think of drinking it, my lord?" 

The king found these arguments so reasonable and con- | 
vincing that he was persuaded of the evils of drink and lost 
the urge to satisfy his addiction. He said to Sakra: [30] "What 
you have expressed so forcefully, in your concern for my own 
good, would be worthy of a fond father, or of a teacher speak- 
ing out of regard for decency, or of a sage who well knows the 
difference between good behavior and bad. I shall try, there- 
fore, to show my gratitude by positive action; may your holi- 
ness deign to accept this token of respect in return for your 
wise words: [31] I grant you five valuable villages, a hundred 
female slaves, five hundred cows, and these ten chariots with 
well-schooled horses in harness. You have spoken for my own 
good, and for that reason I regard you as my teacher. Should 
there be anything else I can do for you, be so good as to tell 
me—you would be doing me a further favor.” (32) “I have no 
need of royal demesnes and the rest of it,” answered Sakra. 
“Understand that I am lord of heaven and that the giver of 
good advice is best rewarded when what he says is accepted 
and put into practice. [33] This is the path to glory and bliss 
and every sort of happiness in the next life. So shake off your 
addiction to drink, hold fast to what is right, and you will 
enter my realms.” 

With these words, Sakra instantly disappeared. And both 
the king and his subjects gave up drink. 

So, then—drinking spirits is a harmful and pernicious 
habit, which is why decent people not only abstain from it 
themselves but also discourage others. 


The Man without an Heir 


HOSE WHO CARE FOR THE THINGS OF 
the spirit chafe at worldly ties, seeing them as so many ob- 
stacles to a pure and calm existence. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was born into a 
wealthy family noted for their good conduct and decency. 
They were much sought after in marriage by those who val- 
ued good breeding. Monks and brahmins alike resorted to 
them, and their treasuries and storerooms were at the dis- 
posal of friends and relatives, without distinction. They were 
patrons to craftsmen, and even the poorest beggars had ac- 
cess to them. Good fortune chose to reside in their home. 
They enjoyed the king's support and favor and were univer- 
sally respected. 

In course of time the Bodhisattva grew up and applied 
himself to the approved subjects of study. Nor did he neglect 
the various branches of the arts. The sight of him gave such 
pleasure, and he showed such understanding and discretion, 
that people felt about him as they would about one of their 
own relatives, [1] for our relatives do not have a claim on our 
respect simply by virtue of being related to us; nor do we 
regard a stranger differently from a relative simply because he 
happens not to be related to us: [2] no, one treats a person 
with respect or contempt after considering his good or bad 
qualities—be he a relative or a stranger. 

The Great Being then felt a need for renunciation. [3] 
Worldly life, with its material worries, was, he realized, in- 
compatible with the religious life. What attracted him was 
not the pleasures of society but the true happiness offered by 
the hermitage. 

When his parents died he was filled with revulsion for the 
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endless round of birth and death, and he duly distributed 
the family estate and fortune (which could be reckoned in 
the hundreds of thousands) to friends and relatives, to the 
poor, and to monks and brahmins, after which he retired 
from the world. 

In due course, after passing through villages, towns, mar- 
kets, kingdoms, and capital cities, he settled in a forest her- 
mitage near a town. His constant meditation and devotion to 
goodness meant that there was nothing false about his seren- 
ity: it had become second nature to him. Whatever he said 
gave delight both to the ear and to the heart. Though he was 
plainly full of wisdom, there was no hint of condescension in 
his manner, no trace of petty self-seeking. In its restraint lay 
its power, with just the right amount of charm and shrewd 
discrimination between right and wrong. His way of life there 
attracted notice: its monkish simplicity was delightful and 
was commended by the good. He was held in even greater 
esteem when people, in their curiosity, discovered how he 
had renounced his inheritance. [4] Good qualities are all the 
more pleasing when they bear the stamp of noble birth, as are 
shafts of moonlight when they fall on a fine object. 

Now, a friend and contemporary of his father heard that 
the Bodhisattva had retired there and, out of respect for his 
goodness, went and visited him. After the usual greetings he 
introduced himself as a friend of the Bodhisattva's father and 
at a turn in the conversation affectionately remonsirated with 
him, saying: “Really, didn’t your holiness behave a little incon- 
siderately in renouncing the world at your time of life, with- 
out a thought for the family line?! [5] Those who live a life of 
goodness can observe the moral Law in their home as well as 
in the forest. Why, then, have you abandoned your beautiful 
home and set your heart on the jungle? (6] You survive only 
on the alms people give you out of kindness. They care about 
you as little as they would about a wastrel. Dressed in rags, 
without friends or relatives, you neglect yourself here in the 
depths of the forest. [7] How can you embrace this life of pov- 
erty and be a willing slave to sorrow? To see you in this state 
would be enough to bring tears to the eyes of your enemies. 


[8] So return to your ancestral home. Even you must have 
heard how it continues to flourish. There you can fulfil both 
your religious duties and the wish for a noble son, for that is 
how the saying goes: [9] even for a slave, it is a comfort to have 
his own home to go to. How much more so is a home that is 
yours for the taking and that radiates splendor and wealth." 
But the bliss of solitude, like the taste of nectar, had suf- 
fused the Bodhisattva's being: his heart was set on it. He well 
knew the difference between a worldly existence and life in 
the forest, and this invitation to gratify his desires gave him 
the same disagreeable feeling as talk about food would give 
someone who had just had a large meal. So he answered: [10] “I 
know you are speaking out of affection, and that makes it less 
painful to hear, but never apply the word 'happy' to the prison 
house of worldly life. [11] It is a life full of unease, whether one 
has money or not: either one has the worry of looking after it 
or the trouble of earning it. [12] It is folly to delight in a way of 
life that affords not an ounce of pleasure to either rich or 
poor; rather, such a life is the reward for previous wicked- 
ness. As to your claim that even while living in society one 
can fulfil one's religious duties—that is true enough. But it 
strikes me as extremely difficult to put into practice. Worldly 
life presents numerous obstacles to leading the religious life 
and involves endless troubles. My dear friend, just think— 113] 
worldly life is not for someone who has no wants, who speaks 
nothing but the plain truth, who has forsworn violence, and 
who is incapable of harming others. If someone is set on the 
pleasures he anticipates from worldly life, he will obviously 
make every effort to procure them. [14] If one devotes oneself 
to religion, that precludes worldly considerations. Con- 
versely, if one is taken up with worldly matters, where does 
religion come in? Tranquility is the essence of the spiritual 
life, and enterprise of the worldly life. {15} Would anyone who 
is self-aware choose to lead a worldly life, knowing its serious 
incompatibility with things spiritual? On the other hand, 
once the lure of worldly pleasures leads one to disregard spir- 
itual matters, there is nothing to stop one from realizing 
those pleasures. [16] And the inevitable consequence is a ruined 
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reputation, remorse, and misfortune, which is why sensible 
people avoid, like the plague, any means of pleasure that goes 
contrary to the moral Law. Besides, this idea that worldly life 
is pleasant strikes me as wishful thinking. (17) The worldling is 
constantly obliged either to earn money or to safeguard it. 
When it comes to murder, kidnap, or ruin, he is a prime tar- 
get, and even a king’s riches fail to satisfy him—no more can 
a cloudburst fill the ocean. (18) How, why, or when can one find 
happiness in worldly life, unless one cherishes illusions 
about it? To delude oneself that happiness lies in cultivating 
sensual pleasures is as foolish as scratching a wound. In fact, 
generally speaking, I would say that (19] wealth usually makes 
the worldling arrogant, that good birth makes him proud, 
and that power makes him insolent. Discomfort makes him 
angry, and misfortune reduces him to despair. When would 
he find a chance to be calm? That is why I entreat you to 
realize that [20] in a home lurk the serpents of pride, arrogance, 
and delusion. In a home all the joy and delight of tranquility 
are abolished. A home is the abode of sorrows, bitter and 
plentiful. Who, I ask you, would want to go out and meet 
such a fate? [21] In the forest, though, people live in content- 
ment, tasting the joys of solitude. There the mind attains 
such serenity as would be hard to find in heaven itself. (22) Thus 
it is that, though I keep alive only thanks to other people's 
kindness and am dressed in mere rags, I am happy here in 
the forest. I do not want a happiness that involves wrong- 
doing, like food tainted with poison. My conscience for- 
bids it.” 

His father's friend was quite won over by these convincing 
arguments, and expressed his personal esteem for the Great 
Being by treating him with very special respect. 

So, then—those who care for the things of the spirit chafe 
at worldly ties, seeing them as so many obstacles to a pure 
and calm existence. 


The Lotus Stalks 


HOSE WHO KNOW HOW TO SAVOR THE 
bliss of solitude shy away from worldly pleasures as from 
something deceptive and harmful. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was at one time 
born into an illustrious brahmin family, famed for its good- 
ness and free from blemish. He had six younger brothers who 
were as good as he was and who always deferred to him out 
of affection and respect. He also had a sister, which made 
seven. He applied himself seriously to studying the Vedas, the 
subsidiary Vedas,' and related subjects, thereby gaining a 
reputation among the learned and universal esteem. To his 
parents he showed the deep devotion that one shows to the 
gods, and, like a teacher or a father, he gave his younger 
brothers instruction. He himself, being a model of wisdom 
and discretion, took an active part in the affairs of the world. 

When, in course of time, his parents died, he felt such 
revulsion for the endless round of birth and death that, after 
performing the funeral rites and spending several days in 
mourning, he gathered together his brothers and said: (1) “Sad 
and bitter as it is, such is the way things are in this world: 
death parts us at last even from those we have lived with all 
our lives. [2] So I want to set off on the glorious path to final 
bliss in case Death, the enemy, should strike while I am still 
absorbed in worldly matters. I would therefore like you to 
know that our family has, by honest means, acquired suffi- 
cient capital to support you. You can continue to live here all 
together, in mutual affection and respect, never relaxing your 
concern for integrity, honesty, and good behavior, diligent in 
the study of the Vedas, attentive to the wishes of friends, 
guests, and relatives, ever intent on what is right. (3] Always 
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take pride in behaving properly, apply yourselves to your 
daily study of the Vedas, be generous and thereby maintain 
your status of householders fittingly. [4] In this way honor will 
accrue to you, and religious merit, and wealth which is the 
source of pleasure. You may then expect an easy transition 
into the next life. So pay constant attention to your worldly 
responsibilities." 

When he mentioned renunciation, his brothers grew 
alarmed at the thought of being parted from him. Tears of 
sorrow streamed down their faces as they bowed before him 
and said: “We are transfixed with grief at the loss of our par- 
ents. How can you rub salt into our open wound by causing 
us a fresh bout of misery? [5] Our hearts have still to recover 
from the wound inflicted by our parents' death. So please, in 
your wisdom, give up this idea. Do not apply salt to our 
wound.? (6) But if you are convinced that it is wrong to remain 
attached to the world or that the way to bliss lies in content- 
edly living in the forest, then why do you want to leave us to 
flounder helplessly in the affairs of the world while you retire 
to the forest by yourself? So, whatever course you adopt will 
be ours also. We too will renounce the world.” To this the 
Bodhisattva replied: |7] "Not being in the habit of seeing 
clearly, people are influenced by their passions and desires. 
On the whole they are apt to regard renunciation as tanta- 
mount to throwing oneself down a precipice, which is why I 
have held back and not spoken to you in favor of leading the 
homeless life, even though I am well aware of the difference 
between life in the world and life in the forest. However, if 
you too are so inclined, let us leave home together.” 

And so the seven brothers, with their sister making eight, 
gave up their large family house and fortune, left their nu- 
merous friends, their kith and kin, to bewail them, and set 
out to lead the homeless life of ascetics. One retainer and two 
servants, a man and a woman—all three devoted to the fam- 
ily—joined them in their renunciation. 

There was a large stretch of open country and in it a lake 
of pure blue water. By day it was ablaze with a mass of red 
lotus blossom; by night it gleamed with clusters of white 
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water lilies. Swarms of bees hovered busily over it. Here the 
company settled, each in his separate hut, situated at a dis- 
tance from one another, enveloped by shady trees, and de- 
lightfully secluded. They were intent on their vows and ob- 
servances and passed their days concentrating their minds on 
meditation. Every fifth day they went to the Bodhisattva to 
hear him teach. Each of his sermons was marked by calm and 
serenity. He would encourage them to meditate, point out the 
evils of worldly desire, and stir their conscience. He would 
dwell at length on the pleasures of solitude and would con- 
demn deceit, humbug, sloth, and other such faults. The serv- 
ing woman continued to attend upon them out of respect and 
devotion. She pulled up lotus stalks from the lake and laid 
them out in equal portions on large lotus leaves by the clean- 
washed shore. Then she announced that it was time to eat by 
clapping a piece of wood and withdrew. The hermits first 
prayed and made offerings, then, one by one, in order of sen- 
iority, approached the shore, and, each taking his own share 
of lotus stalks, returned to their separate huts. There they ate 
the food and resumed their meditation. In this way they never 
saw each other except when they met to hear the Bodhisattva 
teach. 

This blameless and exemplary life of theirs, this delight in 
solitude, this whole-hearted dedication to meditation, came 
to be talked of everywhere, and, hearing of it, Sakra, lord of 
the gods, decided to visit them and put it to the test. Seeing 
for himself how absorbed they were in meditation, how in- 
nocent of all wrongdoing, how free from regret, and how 
content in their tranquil life, he admired their goodness all 
the more and set his heart on putting it to the test. [8] He who 
lives in the forest without regrets, in complete serenity, ex- 
cites admiration in the hearts of good men. 

One day the serving woman had pulled up the lotus stalks 
and washed them so that they looked as soft and white as the 
teeth of a young elephant. She had arranged them in equal 
portions on the gleaming emerald-green lotus leaves, deco- 
rating them with a garnish of lotus blades and filaments. She 
had sounded the wooden clapper to let the hermits know that 
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it.was dinnertime and had slipped away. At this juncture 
Sakra, lord of the gods, chose to put the Bodhisattva to the 
test by making the first portion of lotus stalks disappear. [9] 
The time to gauge a good mans fortitude is when difficulties 
arise and comfort vanishes: that is when it blossoms out. The 
Bodhisattva came to where the first portion of lotus stalks 
had been put but found the lotus leaf with nothing on it ex- 
cept the garnish, which was in a complete mess. Concluding 
from this that someone had taken his portion of stalks, he 
immediately turned round, without a trace of anger or irrita- 
tion, went back to his hut, and resumed his customary medi- 
tations. To avoid upsetting anyone, he did not mention the 
incident to his brother hermits, who, naturally assuming he 
had taken his portion, duly took theirs in the usual order of 
precedence, ate them, each in his own hut, and continued 
with their meditation. 

On each of the four following days Sakra hid the Bodhi- 
sattva's portion of lotus stalks, but the Great Being remained 
as calm and unflurried as ever. [10] Wise men see that death 
consists not in the extinction of life but in mental confusion, 
which is why they do not get agitated even when their life is 
at stake. On the afternoon of the fifth day the hermits met, as 
usual, at the Bodhisattva's hut to hear him teach, and they 
saw that he had got thinner: his eyes and cheeks were sunken, 
his face had lost its color, and his voice its resonance. But 
though he was physically wasted, there was no diminution in 
his fortitude, his serenity, or his goodness. His was the frail 
beauty of the new moon. Approaching him with respect, the 
hermits anxiously asked him why he was so emaciated. The 
Bodhisattva told them exactly what had happened, but the 
ascetics could not suspect each other of such base behavior, 
and his painful state was so distressing to them that all they 
could say was “Oh dear, oh dear!” as they stood there bowing 
their heads in embarrassment. Sakra prevented them using 
their powers of reasoning, so that they arrived at no explana- 
tion as to how this had come about. 

Then the brother who was nearest in age to the Bodhi- 
sattva gave vent to his feelings and also demonstrated his in- 
nocence, by pronouncing this extraordinary curse: [11] “Holy 


brahmin, may whoever took your lotus stalks get a house 
whose fine exterior will be a sign of great wealth, a wife who 
delights his heart, and a full share of sons and grandsons.” 
The next said: [12] “Best of brahmins, whoever it was who took 
your lotus stalks, may he be powerfully attracted to worldly 
pleasures: let him wear wreaths and garlands, sandalwood 
perfume, fine garments, and ornaments that his children will 
finger.” The next said: [13] "May he who took your lotus stalks, 
even if it was only once, take pleasure in worldly affairs, with- 
out a thought for his old age, enjoying the wealth he has 
earned by farming the land—let him be a family man who 
takes delight in his children's prattle.” The next said: (14) “May 
he who greedily stole your lotus stalks rule the whole earth 
as king and be revered by other kings, showing the humility 
of slaves as they bow down their dangling diadems.” The next 
said: [15] “Whoever it was that took your lotus stalks, may he 
be family priest to a king, a master of magic spells, charms, 
and the like, and may he also receive the king's favor" The 
next said: [16] “May he who coveted your lotus stalks rather 
than your virtues be revered by people who will gather round 
him as a teacher fully versed in the Vedas, with the great 
respect that is accorded to an ascetic.” The retainer said: [17] 
“May he who could not control his greed, even for your lotus 
stalks, receive, by a king’s grant, a prosperous village full of 
people and rich in grain, wood, and water. May he proceed to 
enjoy it and die without losing pleasure in life" The manser- 
vant said: [18] “May he who ruined his own interests for the 
sake of those lotus stalks be a village headman, surrounded 
by friends and lulled by the songs and dances of women, 
without incurring the king’s displeasure.” The sister said: [19] 
“Whoever it was who took the lotus stalks from such a per- 
son as you, may she radiate beauty and loveliness so that a 
king takes her for his wife and gives her precedence over a 
thousand other women.” The maidservant said: [20] “Whoever 
had an eye on your lotus stalks instead of on doing right, may 
she eat sweets to her heart's content, all by herself, regardless 
of what pious people may think, and take delight in receiving 
attention.” 

Now, a sprite, an elephant, and a monkey who lived in the 
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forest had come to that spot to hear the teaching. On hearing 
this conversation they felt extremely awkward and upset. The 
sprite, to prove his own innocence, made an oath in front of 
those present: [21] “He who sinned against you in this matter of 
the lotus stalks, may he be caretaker and surveyor of the fab- 
ric in the great monastery at Kacangala,? and may he make 
one window every day." The elephant said: [22] "Most excellent 
of holy men, whoever stole your lotus stalks, may he be 
bound with six hundred firm fetters, exchange the lovely for- 
est for a place crowded with people, and suffer the painful 
tug of a mahout's hook" The monkey said: {23} “He who 
greedily stole your lotus stalks—let him wear a wreath of 
flowers on his head and a tin collar that rubs against his neck. 
Let him be beaten with a stick till he is forced to parade in 
front of a snake's mouth. And let him live in captivity, tied to 
a leash.” 4 

Then the Bodhisattva addressed them all in these kind and 
gentle words, which showed how long-suffering he was: [24] 
“Whoever claims he has lost something when he has not, or 
whoever suspects any of you of such a thing, may he enjoy 
worldly pleasures to his heart’s content, and let him die while 
still taking part in worldly affairs.” 

Sakra, lord of the gods, was taken aback by these extraor- 
dinary protestations which showed their hostility to worldly 
pleasures, and a feeling of respect grew in him. He came 
among the hermits, this time in his own dazzling shape, and 
said, as if in indignation: “Don’t talk like that: [25] those com- 
forts which people are so anxious to secure in their quest for 
happiness, which allow them no sleep, and for which they 
are prepared to undergo hardship and suffering— why dis- 
parage them by calling them ‘worldly pleasures?" “Sir,” re- 
plied the Bodhisattva, ^worldly pleasures bring endless un- 
happiness in their train. Listen while I tell you briefly what 
considerations prevent holy men from approving of them. |26) 
In satisfying their senses, men suffer bondage and death, sor- 
row, weariness, fear, and all kinds of misery. To satisfy their 
sensual appetites kings high-handedly infringe the laws and 
so fall to perdition when they come to die. (27) When friendship 





suddenly turns sour and people take to the miry path of cun- 
ning and deceit, when they lose their good name while still 
alive and meet with sufferings after death, worldly pleasures 
are surely the root cause. [28] My lord Sakra, since worldly plea- 
sures spell the ruin of all men, be their condition high, mid- 
dling, or low, both in this life and the next, holy men, who 
care for the things of the spirit, keep clear of them as they 
would of angry snakes.” 

Sakra, lord of the gods, greeted these words of the Bo- 
dhisattva with approval, and the noble character of the her- 
mits won his heart so completely that he confessed his guilt: 
[29} “Qualities that are latent come out into the open and are 
known for what they are only when put to the test. That is 
why I removed your lotus stalks—to test you. [30] How fortu- 
nate the world is to have in it holy men of such renown! You 
have shown both integrity and firmness, so here are your lo- 
tus stalks.” Saying this, he handed the lotus stalks to the Bo- 
dhisattva who, nevertheless, reproved him, with quiet dig- 
nity, for his impudence. (31) “We are neither friends of yours 
nor relatives, nor are we your troupe of actors or buffoons. 
So on what grounds do you, lord of the gods, come here to 
play tricks on hermits?” 

At these words Sakra, lord of the gods, hastily discarded 
the earrings and diadem which lit up his face like lightning, 
and bowed respectfully before the Bodhisattva, asking for- 


_ giveness. [32] “Selfless one, please be like a father or a teacher 


and forgive the silly trick I played, now that I have explained 
why I did it. (33) It is natural for those whose inner eye is shut 
to stumble where it is smooth. Those who are self-aware 
should be indulgent about such things. So do not take this to 
heart.” With this plea for pardon Sakra vanished then and 
there. 

So, then—those who know how to savor the bliss of soli- 
tude shy away from worldly pleasures as from something de- 
ceptive and harmful.” 
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The Royal Treasurer 


OOD" PEOPLE *ARE*S PURRED#ONSI@ 
acquire the virtues that are falsely imputed to them. So make 
every effort to acquire virtues. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was once a king’s 
treasurer, distinguished alike for his learning, his good birth, 
and his modest behavior. His mind was lofty and subtle, and 
he took pleasure in fair dealing. He had applied himself assid- 
uously to numerous branches of knowledge and thereby had 
become noted for his happy turn of phrase. Prompted by 
compassion, he showered largesse, in the form of generous 
presents, all about him, and, thanks to his great wealth, he 
was regarded as a model of the wealthy citizen. In short, [1] 
being saintly by nature and having acquired such additional 
assets as learning, he was, for a large number of people, a 
unique object of respect. 

Now one day, when the Great Being had gone to the palace 
on some business, his mother-in-law came to his house to see 
her daughter. After asking each other how they were, they 
settled down to an intimate chat in the course of which the 
mother questioned her daughter, the Bodhisattva's wife: “I 
hope your husband appreciates you, my dear, and takes no- 
tice of your loving attentions. He doesn't upset you by being 
irritable, does he?" The daughter bowed her, head in embar- 
rassment and, feeling shy and timid, replied softly: “It would 
be hard to find a character like his, with such goodness and 
decency, even in an ascetic who had renounced the world." 

Old age had impaired her mother's hearing and under- 
standing, and consequently she misunderstood what her 
daughter was saying in those shy undertones. She caught the 
word "ascetic" and immediately jumped to the conclusion 





that her son-in-law had turned into an ascetic. With loud 
sobs she commiserated with her daughter and, quite over- 
come with emotion, indulged in a long lament. ^What sort of 
goodness and decency is he showing by abandoning his lov- 
ing family and renouncing the world like this? And anyway, 
what business has he with renunciation? [2] How is it that 
someone so young and handsome and sensitive, who is used 
to comfort and is a favorite of the king, can turn his thoughts 
to a hermit’s life in the forest? (3) There has been no unpleas- 
antness with his family, and age, with its disfigurements, has 
not yet touched him. What possesses him to abandon, all of 
a sudden and without a qualm, his home and all its inex- 
haustible wealth? (4| He is remarkably good-mannered, sen- 
sible, dutiful, considerate. How could he act so irresponsibly 
and with such want of feeling to his own relatives? [5] He has 
always shown consideration to monks and brahmins, friends 
and dependents, his own relatives, and anyone who is in dis- 
tress. His true wealth lies in his good character. Couldn't he 
achieve what he wants just as well by staying at home as in 
the forest? (6) Can't he see that, by abandoning, in this exces- 
sive zeal for goodness, his innocent, faithful helpmate, he is 
in fact straying far from the path of goodness? (7) Alas! ah, 
alas! that by a quirk of fate men can achieve the slightest 
shred of goodness after abandoning, without any feeling of 
compunction, their devoted family." 

Her mother's miserable and heartfelt lament at the Bodhi- 
sattva’s supposed renunciation of the world made his wife 
tremble at heart, as was natural in a woman. She lost her 
composure, and her face expressed overwhelming despair. 
The shock of this sudden assault of pain and grief made her 
quite lose the thread of their conversation. She concluded 
that her husband had indeed renounced the world—and that 
on hearing the unpleasant news, her mother had come to the 
house to comfort her. The poor young thing wept loudly and 
miserably, then fainted away. 

When they came to hear of it, the family and servants, in 
an access of grief and sorrow, made loud lament, and the 
news brought all the Bodhisattva's acquaintances to the 
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house: friends and neighbors, relatives and kinsmen, brah- 
min householders, all who had a tie of affection with the trea- 
surer, as well as the greater part of the citizenry. [8) Just as he 
had, on principle, remained true to people in good times and 
bad, so they, as though following his example, remained true 
to him in good times and bad. 

As the Bodhisattva reached home, on his return from the 
palace, he heard the sound of weeping and wailing and saw 
that a huge crowd had gathered there. He asked his bearer to 
find out what was going on. The man soon came back to tell 
him what the situation was. [9] "There is a rumor that your 
lordship has renounced your splendid mansion in favor of 
taking up the life of an ascetic, and, hearing about it, these 
people in their concern have come from far and wide.” 

In the innocence of his heart, the Great Being took these 
words as something of a reproach, and a feeling of shame 
made him uneasy. "Oh what a high opinion people have of 
me!" he thought to himself. (10) “Now that I have gained such 
a flattering reputation from them, it would be weak of me to 
want to cling on to worldly comforts. [11] That way I would 
only be inciting people to evil and a way of life that would | 
lack meaning because blind to goodness. People would then 
lose their respect for me, and life would not be worth living. 
[12] I shall therefore live up to the high opinion the people have 
of me, by acting upon it: I shall abandon my home, with all 
its evil distractions, out of love for a hermit's life in the for- | 
est." 

With this decided, the Great One turned back there and | 
then and told the king's usher that the treasurer wanted an- 
other audience with his highness. He was admitted to the 
king's presence and approached him with due respect. The 
king asked him what it was he wanted, and he replied that he 
wanted to renounce the world and would like leave to do so. 
The king was taken aback and, in his affection, said to him: (13) 
“What is wrong, that you should wish to set out for the forest 
while I am still alive—1 who am closer to you than friends or 
relatives? Surely I can put it right, either with money or 
through diplomacy or by means of force? [14] Are you in need 


of money? Then take it from me. Whatever may be the source 
of your trouble, I will cure it. Or are there other considera- 
tions that impel you to leave your relatives and me, though I 
remonstrate with you here, and to withdraw to the forest?" 

To these words, which showed the king's affection and 
high regard for him, the Great One politely answered: [15]“How 
can those who cling to your arm for protection have any 
troubles or be at a loss to think where money will come 
from? No, I am not withdrawing to the forest because of 
some misfortune. Listen, my lord, while I tell you the true 
reason. [16] There is a rumor abroad that I have taken religious 
vows, and a crowd of people are bewailing the fact with tears 
and gloomy looks. 1 want to live in the solitude of the forest 
because I have been judged capable of such a fine action.” 
"My dear sir,” said the king, “you oughtnt to forsake us just 
because of a rumor. Idle gossip has no bearing on your true 
worth: it can neither confer nor withhold goodness. (17) All 
sorts of tales are concocted by wild imaginings. Then they 
spread unchecked. Anyone who takes them to heart, let alone 
acts upon them, is ridiculous.” “Not at all, your highness,” 
said the Bodhisattva. "If people have high expectations of 
you, surely you ought to live up to them. Look, my lord, [18] 
when a person gets a reputation for being good, he cannot, if 
there really is good in him, fall short of it. He must accept the 
onus put upon him, if only out of self-respect. [19] For if he is 
actually seen to be as good as he is supposed to be, then his 
reputation is confirmed and shines out all the more. Other- 
wise he is like a dried-up well. (20) A reputation built on false 
assumptions is shaken by the wind of doubt and, as it 
topples, shatters a man's good name beyond hope of easy re- 
covery. [21] And so, my lord, you ought not to prevent me rid- 
ding myself of things that should be avoided as surely as 
black adders raising their hoods in anger—I mean family and 
possessions, which only cause trouble. [22] Though it is kind of 
you to show affection and appreciation to a servant by offer- 
ing him money, what use can it be to me now that I have 
turned my back on the world? Money means possessions and 
base passions." 
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With these words the Great Being won over the king and 
obtained his leave. He straightaway set off for the forest re- 
treat. Thereupon his friends, relatives, and dependents fol- 
lowed him and, with tears of grief filling their eyes, clasped 
his feet and tried to stop him. Some, with their hands held 
together respectfully, stood blocking his path. Others tried to 
coax him homeward with a mixture of fond embraces and 
gentle persuasion. Others, purely out of affection, swore at 
him with whatever strong language came to mind. Others 
pointed out that he ought to feel pity for his friends and rel- 
atives. Others, by a combination of reasoning and appeals to 
holy writ, tried to convince him that the householder's state 
was full of merit. By stressing the hardships of life in a her- 
mitage, by entreating him to fulfill the remainder of his 
worldly responsibilities, by casting doubt on the existence of 
rewards for virtue in the next life, and by adducing various 
other arguments, they tried to deflect him from his purpose. 
Seeing how intent his friends were—their faces wet with 
tears—how opposed to his inclination to renounce the 
world, how anxious to put a stop to his departure for the 
forest, he thought: “Clearly, [23] when a person has gone astray, 
it is right for those who claim to be his friends to insist, how- 
ever forcefully, on what is best for him. The wise accept that 
this is the correct way to behave—and even more so when 
the remedy is pleasant as well as beneficial. (24) But these 
people, without any qualms, warn me against withdrawing to 
the forest, as if I were going to be contaminated with some- 
thing evil, saying ‘Better the home than the forest. How can 
such an idea arise in sane minds? [25] A dead man, or even 
someone about to die, or someone who has lapsed morally— 
each is a fit object of lamentation. But what is the idea of 
these people bewailing me who am alive and simply want to 
retire to the forest? (26) If itis being parted from me that makes 
them so unhappy, then why don't they come and live with me 
in the forest? But if they prefer their comfortable home life to 
my company, why bother with such a lavish display of tears? 
[27] On the other hand, if it is family attachment that debars 


them from the ascetic life, why didn’t the same excuse occur 
to them on earlier occasions, when conscripted into the 
ranks of battle? [28] I have witnessed their noble conduct in 
good times and bad and appreciate that these tears are visible 
proof of it. Yet, however deeply rooted their friendly feeling, 
it will seem a sham now unless they follow my example. 1291 
Just as it is respect for a worthy friend that fills their eyes with 
tears, chokes their dissuasive pleas with sobs, and bows their 
heads in reverence, [30] so their affection should make them 
take the worthy decision to follow my example and become 
ascetics. Otherwise all this is just playacting, which is some- 
thing shameful to the truehearted. [31] A worthless wretch can 
always count on having two or three friends, even in times of 
disaster. But a man has only to enter on the life of a hermit 
and, no matter how worthy he may be, it will be very hard for 
him to get a single companion. [32] In battles crowded with 
furious elephants, they were ready to oust me from my posi- 
tion in the vanguard. Now they will not even follow me to the 
forest. Am I the same as I was then? Are they? [33] I don't re- 
member having done them any wrong to make them lose 
their affection. So this friendly behavior may really be genu- 
ine and stem from a concern for my well-being. (34) Or could it 
be my own lack of virtues that now stops them from follow- 
ing me to the forest? For once hearts are wedded to virtue, 
what power on earth can draw them to those who do not 
possess it? [35] But why cast vain suspicions on those who can- 
not see either the evil of worldly life or the good of ascetic 
life—both equally transparent? Obviously they have kept the 
inner eye of wisdom shut. [36] They cannot bear to give up 
pleasures that cause unhappiness both in this life and the 
next. Instead, they reject me together with the forest life, 
which is the reverse of all that. Oh, what delusion! [37] OnceI 
have gained true power by living in a forest retreat, I shall 
strike with all my might at those very evils which have so 
ensnared these friends of mine and the whole creation, that 
they cannot find peace.” 

[38] With these considerations, the Bodhisattva made up his 
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mind. He calmly dismissed his friends’ well-meaning at- 
tempts with a few gently disarming words, and left for the 
hermitage. 

So, then— good people are spurred on to acquire the vir- 
tues that are falsely imputed to them. So make every effort to 
acquire virtues. 


Bodhi 


NEY (BYSOVERGOMING#SON E*SVANGER 
can one appease one’s enemies. Otherwise one only provokes 
them further. 

According to tradition, the Great Being, while still a Bo- 
dhisattva, was once born into a great brahmin family which 
was renowned for its noble-minded devotion to goodness. Its 
wealth was assured; the king paid it respect, and people 
revered it as they did the gods. As time passed, he grew up, 
received the ritual sacraments, and devoted himself so ea- 
gerly to study that he soon earned a reputation in learned 
gatherings. (1) For a scholar’s true worth best manifests itself 
in learned gatherings, as does a jewel's among connoisseurs 
of jewels, a hero's in battle. 

Now the Great One was thoroughly familiar with the idea 
of renunciation. Because he had developed his moral sense in 
previous lives and had purified his mind with wisdom, he 
could take no pleasure in worldly affairs. He could see that 
material preoccupations involve one in endless quarrels and 
disputes, in animosity and nastiness, and also that they are 
subject to the exactions of kings or of thieves, to the acci- 
dents of fire and water, and to unpleasant relatives.! And 
since he could derive no satisfaction from what, in effect, was 
a boundless source of evils, but cared instead for the things 
of the spirit, he rejected all worldly concerns as if they were 
poisoned food, cut off his beautiful hair and beard, ex- 
changed the elegant attire of the householder for the drab, 
rust-colored robe, and undertook the glorious discipline and 
self-denial of the ascetic's life. His wife, in her devotion to 
him, also cut off her hair and no longer bothered about wear- 
ing unnecessary ornaments. Adorned only with her own 
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natural beauty and goodness, she wrapped herself in a rust- 
colored robe and followed her husband on the path of renun- 
ciation. 

When the Bodhisattva realized that she intended to go 
with him to the forest retreat, he thought it no fit place for a 
delicate woman to live in and said to her: “My dear, you have 
shown how deeply you love me. There is no need to carry on 
with your decision to accompany me. The right place for you 
to live is where other women live who have renounced the 
world. You must realize that conditions are hard in these for- 
est retreats. [2] Homeless ascetics take shelter in cemeteries, 
empty buildings, mountain caves, and forests haunted by 
beasts of prey: they spend the night wherever they happen to 
be when the sun sets. [3] Intent on their meditation, they al- 
ways go about alone and are averse to the mere sight of a 
woman. So change your mind. What good will it do you to 
wear yourself out?” But she had definitely made up her mind 
to go with him, and tears stood in her eyes as she answered 
somewhat as follows: (4] “If the joy of going with you seemed 
like a hardship to me, why then would I torture myself and 
offend you? [5] But as I simply cannot exist without you, 
please forgive me for not submitting to your wishes.” Though 
he urged her two or three times more, she was not prepared 
to turn back. So the Bodhisattva made up his mind to let her 
have her way. 

Like a devoted shelduck? with her mate, she followed him 
as he wandered through villages, markets, and towns. One 
day, after the midday meal, he sat meditating in a remote and 
untouched part of a forest. It was a beautiful place, with all 
kinds of fine trees whose dense growth cast deep shade. Here 
and there flecks of sunlight dappled the leaves, while pollen 
from various flowers covered the ground. As evening drew 
on, the Great One came out of his trance and sewed some 
rags together for clothing, while his companion in austerities 
sat close by, gracing the foot of a tree—and indeed she was 
lovely enough to be taken for a dryad. There she meditated 
with the mental concentration taught her by her husband. 


It was springtime, when the sprays of leaves look their lov- 


. eliest. The groves were filled with the hum of bees, moving 
_ from one spot to another in a swarm, and cuckoos had begun 


to call. The lakes and ponds looked attractive with their show 
of bright lilies and lotuses, and the soft breezes were fragrant 
with the scent of numerous flowers. 

Now the king of those parts was making a tour of the 


. countryside, and came to that very same spot. [6/7] What a de- 
. light it is to see the woods become the haunt of Love, when 


spring seems almost to smother them with its bounty. Bright 


| clusters of flowers blaze out. Cuckoos and peacocks fill the 


air with their cries, and drowsy bees add their drone. Lotuses 
cover the ponds, and soft grass pushes up. The king ap- 


|» proached the Bodhisattva with respect and, after exchanging 


greetings with him, sat down in that solitary place. Then he 


| caught sight of a female ascetic of ravishing looks, and his 


heart was violently disturbed by her beauty. Realizing that 


_ she must be the man's companion, and, being lustful by na- 
. ture, he began to think how he could abduct her. [8] But he 


had heard how powerful ascetics can be—that their smolder- 


. ing anger can flame up in a curse—and, though passion had 


destroyed all self-control, he had no wish to offend the Bo- 
dhisattva. His idea was first to discover what powers this an- 
chorite had achieved by his penance. Only then would he 
know how to proceed. Otherwise there was no hope. If affec- 
tion for the woman still swayed the man's heart, then ob- 
viously he had no supernatural powers. But were he free from 
attachment or only mildly concerned, then one would have 
to reckon that he had those powers in full measure. 

With this in mind the king addressed the Bodhisattva as 
though he wished him well, intending to gauge the strength 
of his spiritual powers: “Hello there, holy father. The world is 
full of mischief-makers and desperadoes. You ought not to 


. live with this beautiful companion of yours in the woods, 


where there is no one to call on for help. If any harm came to 
her, people would certainly put the blame on me. Look— 19] 
your penances in these lonely parts have made you physically 
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weak. A man need take no notice of you or of morals and may 
abduct this lady by force. Then what would you do about it, 
apart from bewailing her loss? {10} If you give way to anger, you 
will only disturb your peace of mind, put an end to your 
pursuit of the good, and so lose your reputation. So let her 
live in society. After all, what do ascetics want with female 
company?" "Your majesty,” replied the Bodhisattva, “what 
you Say is true. Nevertheless, hear what I would do in such a 
situation. [11] Were anyone to cross me in this way—be it in an 
access of pride or without due consideration—he would cer- 
tainly not escape as long as I were alive, no more than dust 
can escape a heavy shower of rain.” From this the king con- 
cluded that the Great Being cared greatly for the woman and 
therefore had no spiritual powers. Disregarding him and, in 
his blind passion, heedless of consequences, he ordered the 
superintendents of the palace women to go and put that lady 
ascetic in the harem. 

When she heard this she felt like a doe in the forest, at- 
tacked by a wild beast. Fear and desperation showed in her 
face, her eyes filled with tears, and her throat choked with 
sobs, as she lamented her fate: (12) "When people are over- 
whelmed by catastrophe, a king, like a father, is the best per- 
son to resort to. But if the king himself is the source of evil, 
whom is there to call on for help? {13} Alas! the Guardians of 
the World have fallen from office, or do not exist, or else have 
succumbed to death, seeing that they make no attempt to 
help the afflicted. Even Dharma, I begin to think, is no more 
than a word. (14) But why speak of the gods when my noble 
husband is himself unmoved by my fate and keeps silence? 
Surely, when molested by wicked people, even a stranger has 
a claim on one's help. [15] He has only to say ‘Vanish!’ and his 
curse, like a flash of lightning, could at one stroke turn a 
mountain into a memory. But even in my present plight he 
keeps silence. And still, poor wretch that I am, I must go on 
living. [16] Or am I a wicked person, quite undeserving of pity 
in such misfortune? Yet surely the proper way for holy men 
is to treat the afflicted with compassion? [17] I suspect you have 


still not forgotten how I refused to turn back when you asked 
me to. Ah! is this the happiness I longed for even at the risk 
of your displeasure?" Tears and cries and pathetic laments 
were all that came from her as the men, on the king's orders, 
put her into a carriage and took her off to the harem. 

The Great Being saw it all, but, with great presence of 
mind, managed to restrain any impulse to be angry and went 
on sewing rags as before, calm and unperturbed. The king 
then said to him: (18] "Earlier on, anger and indignation made 
you burst out with threats loud and bold. But now that you 
have actually witnessed that lovely woman being carried off, 
you cloak your frustration with a show of calm. [19] Go on— 
show what strength you have in your arm or else reveal the 
power you have gained as a result of your penance. To make 
vain assertions without taking account of one's limitations 
shows one up in a poor light.” “Your highness,” replied the 
Bodhisattva, “I assure you I made no vain assertion: [20] he who 
crossed me in this did not, despite his efforts, escape me. I 
subdued him by force. And so my assertion proved true af- 
ter all.” 

The Bodhisattva's calm assurance suggested great reserves 
of power and aroused in the king some inkling of the special 
qualities of an ascetic. He began to wonder whether that 
brahmin had not meant something quite different by what he 
had said. Conscious that he might have misunderstood him 
and so have acted rashly, he asked the Bodhisattva: [21] “Who 
was your other adversary who, despite his struggles, did not 
escape you? Whom did you subdue just now, as a raincloud 
smothers rising dust?" "Listen, your majesty,” replied the 
Bodhisattva. [22] "He whose presence makes one blind, whose 
absence makes one clear-sighted—he stirred within but did 
not escape me: Anger, I mean, who injures the man who har- 
bors him. [23] He whose presence delights those who wish 
mankind no good— he stirred within but did not escape me: 
Anger, the delight of one's enemies. (24) Him whose rising is a 
bane, him who makes blind, him I suppressed, your high- 
ness: Anger is his name. [25] Once anger possesses one, it is 
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farewell to happiness. Even such wealth as one may have ac- 
quired slips from one’s grasp. Anger, loathsome as a ferocious 
monster, surged up within me, but I quelled it. [26] Just as fire 
consumes the stick that kindles it, so anger destroys the man 
whose false notions give rise to it. [27] Anger—that fever of the 
heart—breaks out like a raging fire which a man must put 
out if people are not to despise him. Otherwise their good 
opinion of him fades, as the light of the moon, that compan- 
ion of water lilies, fades at dawn. [28] But he who takes no 
notice of other people's offensive behavior and regards anger 
as his only real enemy is sure of a reputation that glows as 
brightly as the lovely halo around the new moon. And there 
are other reasons why anger is so harmful. [29] A man may wear 
fine apparel but will still look ugly when anger distorts his 
features. He may recline on a splendid couch but will not be 
comfortable if anger has pierced his heart. (30] Anger makes 
him oblivious of the path to success lying open before him; 
instead, he strays away from it and so is deprived of fame and 
success, just as the moon is deprived of its luster in the dark 
half of the month. [31] Though his friends try to restrain him, 
he falls headlong to his ruin, all because of anger. Usually he 
turns stupidly quarrelsome and too dull-witted to discern 
what is good for him and what bad. [32] Anger incites him to 
do wrong until doing so becomes part of his nature. Then he 
will repent in misery for hundreds of years. Could an enemy 
inflict anything worse even if roused to fury by extreme prov- 
ocation? [33] Anger is the enemy within. As such, I recognize it. 
What man worthy of the name will allow anger's insolence to 
go unchecked? [34] That is why I did not let anger escape me, 
though it seethed in my heart. For who can afford to disre- 
gard an enemy that causes such mischief?" 

These convincing arguments, together with the Bodhisatt- 
va's amazing equanimity, pacified the king. [35] "Your elo- 
quence matches your serenity,” he said. “But why waste 
words? I failed to understand you and so was misled.” 

After commending him like this, the king went up to him, 
fell down at his feet, and confessed his fault. He begged the 


lady ascetic to forgive him, let her free, and offered to act as 215735 
an attendant to the Bodhisattva. 
So, then—only by overcoming one's anger can one ap- 
pease one's enemies. Otherwise one only provokes them fur- 
ther. One should therefore make every effort to overcome 
one’s anger. 
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The King of the Geese 


ADESBEOPBLE,ARE4INCAPABLESQO ESE Ge 
having as good people even in misfortune behave, let alone 
when all is well with them. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was once a king of 
geese, Dhrtarastra by name. He ruled over a huge flock, num- 
bering many hundreds of thousands, on the great lake Ma- 
nasa. His general, Sumukha, was quick at discerning 
whether a policy was good or bad and took an active interest 
in what was going on in distant lands. Conspicuous for his 
ability, his kindness, and his modest bearing, he graced a 
family that was already distinguished. He was reliable and 
honest, of a virtuous disposition, and brave. He could endure 
fatigue, was ever alert, and proved a tactician of great skill. 
Above all, he was devoted to his master. Their noble qualities 
shone out all the more because of their mutual affection. Just 
as a teacher, assisted by his senior pupil, teaches the rest of 
his pupils, or a father, assisted by his eldest son, instructs his 
other sons, so those two gave that flock of geese a thorough 
initiation into such matters as would be to their advantage in 
this life and the next. In those who witnessed it—gods, ser- 
pents, goblins, sprites, and ascetics—they aroused the great- 
est astonishment. [1] To sustain the happiness of that flock was 
their sole duty, as it is the duty of a bird’s two wings to sustain 
its body in the air. As a result of their ministrations, the flock 
of geese throve greatly, as does the world of men with the 
spread of moral order and material prosperity. Then too the 
lake took on an added beauty. {2} When the geese flocked to- 
gether, with cries that sounded like the soft clang of women’s 
anklets, it looked as though it were covered with a moving 
mass of white lotuses. [3] And when they scattered in various 


directions, forming groups large and small, it looked lovelier 
even than the sky when it is flecked with isolated wisps of 
cloud. 

The heavenly hosts—denizens of the spiritual world— 
were amazed at the extraordinary qualities displayed by the 
king of the geese and his general Sumukha in their active 
devotion to the good of all beings. They gladly seized any 
opportunity for talking about their prowess. [4] "Their beauti- 
ful bodies are the color of refined gold. When they talk, each 
syllable of their words is clear. Their gentle manners and be- 
havior are rooted in the moral Law. Who are these two crea- 
tures, who outwardly are only a pair of geese?” [5] In this way 
the supernatural beings, proclaiming the virtues of that pair 
without stint, spread their fame throughout the world, until 
kings took it to heart and, like a gift presentation, it went the 
round of the courts. 

Now at that time there was a certain king of Benares called 
Brahmadatta. On several occasions he heard his trusty min- 
isters and brahmin elders in council speaking highly of the 
outstanding qualities of the goose king and his general, and 
this sharpened his curiosity to see them both. So he said to 
his councilors, who were extremely clever thanks to having 
studied numerous treatises: “Gentlemen, kindly devise a 
really ingenious plan which will permit me at least a glimpse 
of these two remarkable geese.” The ministers cast about with 
their mighty intellects for ways and means, then reported to 
the king: (6] “Your majesty, creatures everywhere are lured by 
the promise of happiness. If the geese were to hear of some 
extraordinary attraction that was likely to make them happy, 
that should draw them. So we suggest that, in some uninhab- 
ited part of the country, your highness should create a lake 
similar to the lake in which those two are said to be perfectly 
content, but surpassing it in quality and beauty. Then you 
should grant immunity to all birds by daily proclamation. 
When the geese hear of those superior attractions, promising 
greater happiness, their curiosity will be aroused, and most 
probably they will be lured here. Just think, your highness— 
[7] happiness, once it is in one's grasp, generally loses its savor 
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and is taken for granted. But while it is not yet in sight and 
just a pleasant daydream, it captures the imagination." 

The king gave his assent, and in a short while a large and 
beautiful lake was constructed not too close to the outskirts 
of the city. In its prodigal beauty it vied with Lake Manasa. 
Its pellucid waters were smothered with lotuses and water 
lilies, white, pink, and blue. [8] Trees, covered in blossom and 
bright with rustling foliage, surrounded the shore, as though 
they had come for a sight of the lake. (9) Swarms of bees hov- 
ered in excitement, attracted by the lotuses that seemed to be 
laughing as they swayed to the rocking of the waves. [10] At one 
point the shoreline gleamed with white water lilies that 
opened out at the touch of moonbeams and looked like splin- 
ters of moonlight cut out of the shadow of trees. [11] Elsewhere 
the pollen from lotuses and water lilies, gathered together by 
the fingers of the waves, enhanced the lake with golden fili- 
gree. [12) With petals and filaments of lily and lotus gleaming 
everywhere, the lake displayed its beauty like a gift. 113] A fur- 
ther touch was added by the shoals of fish. The water was so 
still and clear that their bright shapes were as distinctly vis- 
ible as if they were moving about in the open air. (14) Where 
elephants blew spray like pearls cascading from a snapped 
necklace, the waves of the lake seemed to be atomized as the 
water splashed on the rocks and scattered. [15] In parts it 
seemed to be perfumed by bathing nymphs, elephants' ichor, 
and the pollen of flowers. (16) The lake was like a communal 
mirror for the wives of the moon, the stars, and it echoed 
with the calls of birds who flocked there happily. 

Such was the lake that the king had constructed and that 
he gave to the whole tribe of birds for their unlimited enjoy- 
ment. Then, to inspire their confidence, he had this procla- 
mation, granting them immunity, announced daily: (17) “To all 
birds the king gladly donates this lake, whose waters are cov- 
ered with the petals of lotus and lily, and at the same time he 
grants them immunity." 

It was autumn, the season that draws aside the dark veil of 
clouds to reveal the sky in all its beauty: when lakes charm 
the eye with their limpid waters and bright masses of full- 


blown lotus; when the moon's rays seem enhanced as it takes 
on a youthful splendor; and when the earth is decked with 
various crops ripe for harvest. This is the time when young 
geese take wing from Lake Manasa. Indeed, one pair of geese 
from that very flock set off and, roaming across distant re- 
gions in the autumnal calm, eventually reached the territory 
of King Brahmadatta. There they saw the lake ablaze with 
full-blown lotuses and adazzle with white water lilies. 
Crowds of birds filled the air with a huge din, and bees were 
swarming busily. Soft breezes, pleasantly cool, were intent on 
forming rows of waves and wafted the scent of lotus pollen 
and lily pollen all around. 

At the sight of this lake of surpassing beauty, the pair of 
geese, accustomed though they were to Lake Manasa, both 
felt great wonder, and their thoughts turned to the geese they 
had left behind—if only the whole flock could come here. [18] 
When people discover a pleasure that can be shared, their 
first thoughts are naturally of the friends they love. 

There the two geese stayed, enjoying themselves, until the 
start of the rainy season: when louring cloud masses advance 
like demon armies yet are not so dense that they cannot be 
slit by the glinting sword thrusts of lightning; when flocks of 
bright peacocks fan out the fantastic plumage of their tail 
feathers and perform dances with drawn-out cries and pierc- 
ing screams, as though to applaud the triumph of the clouds; 
when small birds begin to chatter; when the gentle, cooling 
breezes seem like the deep breathing of the forest, fragrant 
with the scent of flowering trees; when a flight of young 
cranes flashing across the sky looks like a cloud's row of 
teeth; when geese in flocks are eager to fly north? and warble 
softly in their longing to be off. So it was that the pair of geese 
now returned to Lake Manasa. They entered the goose king's 
presence, and, when the conversation turned to the subject 
of foreign lands, they spoke highly of the amazing lake they 
had found: "Your highness, south of the Himalaya, at Ben- 
ares, a king called Brahmadatta has given over a large lake for 
the free use and enjoyment of all birds and has declared it a 
sanctuary by daily proclamation. The place is extraordinarily 
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beautiful—too lovely to describe in detail—and birds enjoy 
themselves there without fear or apprehension, as if they 
were in their own homes. When the monsoon is over, we 
suggest that your majesty should go there.” 

Indeed, all the geese grew eager to set eyes on this lake, 
the moment they heard about it. The Bodhisattva, with an 
intent look of enquiry, asked Sumukha his commander-in- 
chief for his view. Sumukha bowed and said: “In my opinion, 
your majesty ought not to go there, and my reason is that 
those exquisite delights are just so many enticements. Be- 
sides, we lack none of them where we are now. When men 
appear to have tender compassion in their hearts, it is usually 
deceptive. They affect charming ways and say nice things, but 
underneath it all you find a thoroughly nasty character. Just 
consider, my lord: [19] birds and beasts express what they feel 
by their cries. Only human beings are clever enough to ex- 
press the opposite. (20) Of course their language is sweet and 
smooth and disarming. But, then, merchants also risk some 
outlay in the expectation of gain. [21] So, my lord, you shouldn't 
trust any of them in the slightest. If to attain one's ends means 
running risks and denying good sense, then that cannot be 
good. However, if we must go there, let us go and enjoy the 
abundant charms of the lake, but without staying there for 
long or entertaining any idea of settling. That is my view." 

The colony of geese grew ever more anxious to see the lake 
at Benares, and they never tired of begging the Bodhisattva to 
go and visit it. So, when autumn came round and the moon 
was bright and the sky spangled with stars, he gave in to their 
wishes and set off in that direction, surrounded by the whole 
vast flock of geese headed by Sumukha, like the moon encir- 
cled by a mass of autumn clouds. 

(22) When they caught sight of the lovely lake, they were 
amazed and delighted. But once they had landed on its waters 
they matched it in beauty and brilliance. [23] Its situation gave 
it various advantages over Lake Manasa, so that all memory 
of the old lake faded as their attention turned to the new. 
They heard the proclamation of immunity and noticed how 
all the birds were contented. The prodigal beauty of the lake 


gladdened their hearts, and, taking pleasure in it, as in a stroll 
through a park, they felt pure delight. 

Now the superintendents of the lake reported the flock's 
arrival there to the king, and mentioned one remarkable pair 
who had exactly the appearance and characteristics attrib- 
uted to the two famous geese—their wings gleamed bright as 
gold; the beauty of their beaks and claws outshone even gold; 
and their well-shaped bodies were larger than normal. With 
their retinue of many hundreds of thousands of geese, it was 
as though they had come expressly to adorn the royal lake. 

Thereupon the king sought out a fowler who enjoyed a 
wide reputation for his skill in bird catching, and he keenly 
urged him to capture the two geese. The fowler promised to 
do so and, after noting the birds’ nesting place and territory, 
laid strong, well-hidden snares in different spots. 

One day the geese were flying around blithely, without a 
suspicion of danger, so confident were they, when the goose 
king caught his foot in a snare. (24) Trust can so easily lead to 
catastrophe. It induces people to become careless and rash by 
very gradually building up their confidence till they are quite 
oblivious of danger. To prevent any other member of the flock 
from meeting a similar fate there, the Bodhisattva let out a 
special cry to signal the lake's perils. The geese, in alarm at 
their king being snared, flew up into the sky with a hubbub 
of terrifying screams, taking no notice of each other, like sol- 
diers when their leader has been struck down. But Sumukha, 
the commander-in-chief, did not stir from the side of his 
king. [25] The ties of true affection are such that one will risk 
one's life without a qualm. They make a friend's distress seem 
a calamity worse than death. 

The Bodhisattva said to him: (26) "Get away, Sumukha, get 
away. You are a fool to stay here any longer. What chance have 
you of helping me in my plight?” [27] “If I stay here,” replied 
Sumukha, "I need not necessarily meet my end, and if I go 
away I still won't escape old age and death. In happy days I 
was always at your service. How can I abandon your highness 
in time of distress? [28] Were I to forsake you, king of birds, 
merely to save my skin, what would shield me from a storm 
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of reproach? [29] It would be quite wrong of me to leave you in 
this predicament. I am happy to share your fate, whatever it 
may be, my lord.” Against this the Bodhisattva argued: [30] “Is 
there any fate other than the kitchen for a bird in a snare? 
How can that appeal to you, who are sane and free? [31] What 
advantage do you see for me, for yourself, or for the rest of 
our kin in our both sacrificing our lives? [32] Kindly explain 
what gain there might be in laying down your life in circum- 
stances that make any such gain as impossible to discern as 
rough and smooth in the dark?” [33] “Most excellent of birds,” 
replied Sumukha, “how can you be blind to the advantage of 
doing what is right? Due respect for the moral Law brings the 
very highest advantage. [3+] And so, with an eye to that Law and 
to the advantage that comes from respecting it, out of devo- 
tion to you, my master, I do not cling to life.” (35) "In truth,” 
said the Bodhisattva, “decent people are in duty bound not to 
desert a friend in trouble, even at the cost of life. By being 
mindful of this duty [36] you have shown respect for the moral 
Law and have demonstrated your devotion to me. Now do 
what I ask you this last time: get away! I give you leave. [37] 
Besides, now that things have taken this turn, it is for you, my 
wise councilor, to fill completely the gap I leave among our 
friends.” 

[38] As the two of them were exchanging these words in- 
spired by their mutual love, the bird catcher appeared, rush- 
ing up like Death incarnate. The two magnificent geese fell 
silent the moment they saw him approaching, and, when he 
saw that the flock of geese had flown off, he was sure that one 
of them must have been trapped. He made a round of the 
snares he had laid and caught sight of the two splendid geese. 
He marveled at their beauty as he closed up the snares next 
to them, assuming they were both caught. Then, when he 
noticed that only one was caught while the other, though 
free, stayed by him, he was even more astonished. Going up 
to Sumukha, he said: [39] "This bird is prevented from getting 
away by a large trap, which is why, even when I come close, 
he cannot fly up into the sky. [40] But you haven't been caught: 
you are safe and sound—your winged chariot is at the ready. 


So why, even when I come near, do you not quickly take to 
the air?" 

On hearing this, Sumukha replied in human speech, pro- 
nouncing each syllable of every word distinctly, his powerful 
voice showing the firmness of his character: (41] "The reason 
why I do not go, though able to do so, is this: there is a bird 
who has had the misfortune to be snared. [42] With this large 
trap you hold him fast by the leg. But he has me tied by the 
heart with bonds that are stronger still, his virtues" The 
hunter was so astonished that he felt his whole body tingle as 
he spoke again to Sumukha: [43] “The other geese were scared 
of me and flew up to the sky and deserted him. But you do 
not forsake him. What does this bird mean to you?" [44] "He 
is my king,” answered Sumukha, “a friend as dear to me as 
life itself. He to whom I owe my happiness is in difficulty, 
which is why I cannot possibly desert him, not even to save 
my own life.” As he spoke, he noticed that the bird catcher 
was overcome by admiration mixed with sympathy. So he 
continued:[45] "My friend, if only this conversation of ours 
could have a happy outcome—if only you could gain a repu- 
tation for saintliness by releasing us today.” [46] “I certainly 
wish you no ill,” said the bird catcher. "Besides, I haven't 
caught you. You can go as you please and see your relatives 
and make them happy.” To which Sumukha replied: (47) "If you 
do not wish me ill, then grant me a request. If you are satis- 
fied with one victim, then release him and take me. [48] Our 
height and girth are identical, and we are of the same age. 
You can be sure that by taking me as a ransom for him you 
would not be the loser. (49 Please think it over, and then I hope 
you will be keen to have me. You can tie me up first and 
release the king of the birds afterwards. [50] That way you will 
have achieved just as much; you will have fulfilled my request, 
made the flock of geese happy, and also earned their friend- 
ship. [51] So set the king free and allow the whole host of geese 
the pleasure of seeing him shine out in the clear sky like the 
moon released by Rahu.”? 

Now the fowler, though his cruel profession had made him 
hard-hearted, was completely won over by these words, 
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which showed tenderness as much as firmness, gave strong 
proof of gratitude, and evinced a proud attachment to one's 
master without regard for one's own survival. Overpowered 
by admiration and respect, he joined his hands in reverence 
and said to Sumukha: "Excellent, excellent, you blessed crea- 
ture! [52] The goodness you show in sacrificing your life for 
your master would be accounted a miracle among men or 
even among gods. [53] I shall therefore do your king the honor 
of releasing him. For who could injure him whom you value 
more than your own life?" With these words the bird catcher, 
regardless of King Brahmadatta's orders, paid honor to the 
king of the geese and, moved by pity, released him from the 
snare. Sumukha, the commander-in-chief, was absolutely de- 
lighted at the release of his king and, with a tender look of 
affection, said to the bird catcher: [54] "You are a joy to your 
friends. Just as you have made me happy today by releasing 
the goose king, so, my friend, may you find eternal happiness 
with all your kindred. (55) Now, so that your efforts do not go 
unrewarded, take me and the king of the geese, and let us 
perch on a shoulder pole, free and unfettered. Then show us 
to the king in his private apartments. [56] No doubt the king 
will be pleased to see the goose king and his companion and 
will reward you with riches beyond imagination, which will 
bring you happiness." 

As he was insistent, the bird catcher thought the king 
really ought to see this extraordinary pair of geese. So he 
took them on a shoulder pole, free and unfettered and 
showed them to the king. [57] "Your grace,” he said, “deign to 
behold the marvel I present. I have brought you the king of 
the geese together with his commander-in-chief.” The king 
was filled with delight and amazement when he saw the two 
chief geese, like two heaps of gold, radiant and captivating. (581 
"Tell me in detail how you who are earthbound have laid hold 
of this pair of birds without harming them or tying them up,” 
said the king to the bird catcher, who bowed and then re- 
plied: [59] “I laid a huge number of horrible traps in the places 
where the birds disport themselves, beside lakes and ponds. 
[60] Then this fine goose came along and, lulled by a sense of 


security, caught his foot in a hidden trap. 161) This other one 
was not caught but stayed at his side and then implored me 
to accept him as ransom for the goose king’s life. (62) He used 
human speech and pronounced every syllable clearly and 
melodiously. Such self-sacrifice had a strong effect on me. [63] 
His fine words and determined effort on behalf of his master 
so melted my heart that I relaxed my grip both on his lord 
and on my harshness. [64] He was overjoyed at the release of the 
king of the birds and thanked me profusely. Then he urged 
me to come on this visit to you, so that, as he put it, my efforts 
should not prove wholly fruitless. [65] So it is that, in recogni- 
tion of the release of his king and for my sake, this saintly 
being, whoever he may be—he who, in the guise of a splen- 
did bird, momentarily aroused some tenderness even in my 
hard heart—has come of his own accord, together with his 
master, to your private apartments." 

The king heard the story with amazement and delight and 
assigned to the goose king a golden throne fit for a king to sit 
on, together with a footstool. It had beautiful feet which 
glinted with the luster of various gems, was covered in the 
richest fabric, and was plumped out with luxurious soft 
cushions. To Sumukha he assigned a cane chair befitting a 
prime minister. Judging that now was the moment to return 
the king's greeting, the Bodhisattva spoke to him in a voice 
melodious as the ring of anklets: (66) "I trust that your body— 
that abode of brightness and beauty—enjoys the health that 
you deserve. And your spirit, is that also intact, and does it, 
so to say, exhale words full of bounty? [67] You who are dedi- 
cated to looking after your subjects, bestowing favor or in- 
flicting punishment according to circumstance—are you in- 
creasing the luster of your fame, the affection of your people, 
and the common good? (68) I trust that, with devoted and ca- 
pable ministers who are too upright to resort to underhand 
methods, you consider what is best for your subjects—you 
can hardly be indifferent to such things? (69) When vassal 
kings, their power curbed by your wise policies and prowess, 
beg for mercy, are you disposed to treat them leniently with- 
out, however, being so gullible as to relax your vigilance? 
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[70] No doubt men applaud your conduct which contradicts 
none of the accepted aims of life—spiritual, sensual, or ma- 
terial—and word of it spreads abroad thanks to your solid 
reputation. Only your enemies, I imagine, take it ill and sigh 
over the fact?" * 

The king showed by his happy looks that his conscience 
was clear on these matters and said to the Boddhisattva in 
reply: (71) "Now that the wish I have had for so long has come 
true and I have met a holy being, I shall always be happy, dear 
goose. [72] When you were in the grip of the snare, I hope this 
fellow didn't grow giddy with delight and do you an injury by 
maltreating you with his stick? [73] For that's how it is with 
these louts the moment they see a bird in distress: the excite- 
ment of it goes to their heads and induces them to commit 
some ugly deed.” [74] “Your highness,” said the Bodhisattva, 
“despite the dreadful situation, we felt quite happy, and this 
man was not at all hostile toward us. [75] Indeed, when he saw 
Sumukha, in his affection for me, staying there as though 
caught while in fact free, he was both surprised and curious 
and spoke most kindly. {76} Then Sumukha's frank words won 
him over. So he released me from the trap and treated me 
with polite respect. [77] Because of this, Sumukha wanted him 
to get some good out of it. So may our coming here bring him 
some reward too.” (78] "You are welcome here, both of you,” 
said the king. "I have been longing for you to come. The plea- 
sure of seeing you gives me great joy, [79] and this bird catcher 
will straightaway receive a large reward. He has treated you 
both kindly and so deserves great kindness himself" So say- 
ing, the king rewarded the bird catcher by bestowing a huge 
fortune upon him. Then he spoke again to the king of the 
geese: [80] "This residence you have come to, treat it as your | 
own and drop all constraint with me. Tell me how I may be — 
of use: my riches are at your disposal. [81] A friend can give the | 
rich man far greater satisfaction by his frank request than the 
rich man can give the friend by his money. Among friends a — 
request is a positive kindness." 

The king then felt moved to speak with Sumukha. With a | 
look of admiration he said: (82) “Before one is on a firm footing | 


with a new acquaintance, one is naturally not too forward in 
one's demands. But one can at least have friendly and cour- 
teous conversation, [83] which is why, simply by talking to me, 
your honor can fulfill my hope that you will ask for some- 
thing and increase the affection I already feel.” At these words 
Sumukha, the commander-in-chief of the geese, bowed po- 
litely and said to him: [84] "To speak with you who are Indra's? 
equal is a rare delight, and such a show of friendliness is 
surely beyond anyone's wildest dreams. (85) When the king of 
men and the king of birds were talking together amicably, it 
would hardly have been right for a servant to interrupt them 
rudely in the middle of their conversation and to talk himself. 
[86) That is not the way one is taught to behave, and, knowing 
as much, how could I butt in? So I kept quiet, your highness. 
If that requires forgiveness, then forgive me.” 

The king, with delight and admiration lighting up his face, 
congratulated Sumukha: (87) “How right people are to enjoy 
hearing about your good qualities! How right that the king of 
the geese should choose you as his friend! Only the spiri- 
tually mature can behave so unassumingly and with such 
sound sense. [88] Now that it exists, may this bond of affection 
between us never be severed, and may you both put your trust 
in me, for true friendship is everlasting.” Realizing how much 
the king wanted to be friends and how ready he was to show 
his affection, the Bodhisattva approvingly said to him: (89] “You 
have treated us as one would treat one’s best friend. Though 
we are but newly acquainted, you have followed your own 
generous instinct. [90] Who could fail to be captivated by such 
honor as your highness has shown us? (91] Of what use can I be 
to you? and what value can you see in it? Nonetheless, one 
thing is certain, your gracious majesty: the hospitality you 
offer comes as a matter of habit from one who is devoted to 
goodness. [92] Nor is this surprising in someone with your self- 
mastery, who performs his royal duties for the betterment of 
his subjects and is as devoted to penance and meditation as a 
holy man. Simply by following your natural disposition you 
have become a repository of virtues. [93] Virtue brings happi- 
ness and has a happy way of earning such praise as this, while 
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there are no advantages to be found in the evil haunts of vice. 
Knowing that this is the nature of virtue and vice, what man 
of sense would choose to stray from that which is to his own 
advantage? [94] Neither enterprise, nor powerful reserves, nor 
successful diplomacy will serve to get a king to the position 
he can reach, effortlessly and without expense, by following 
the path laid out by virtue. [95] Even the king of heaven in his 
majesty has a regard for virtue, while the virtuous are them- 
selves humble. Virtue alone engenders fame, since the pano- 
ply of power rests upon virtue. [96] Virtue is lovelier than 
moonlight. It can soften the hearts of enemies though they 
bristle with intolerance and wanton pride, no matter how set 
they may be in their envy, which grows out of hostility. [97] 
Therefore, sovereign lord, ruler of the earth whose proud 
kings are humbled by your prowess, inspire a love of virtue 
in all creatures by your own practice of self-discipline, as well 
as by your other virtues, which are of no mean brightness. (98 
A king's chief concern is his subjects' welfare, and that is the 
way for him to be happy in this life and the next. As long as 
the king values what is right, it will be so. For people model 
themselves on their king. (99] So rule the earth with justice, and 
may Sakra grant you his protection. Though your company is 
a benison to those who share it, the plight of my relatives 
drags me away." 

The king and his entourage appreciated this speech, and, 
after saying a few kind words to show his respect, he gave 
both of those excellent geese leave to depart. The Bodhisattva 
flew up to the sky, which, in its calm autumn beauty, was 
deep blue like a spotless sword blade. Sumukha, the 
commander-in-chief of the geese, followed behind, like his 
shadow. At the sight of their king approaching, the flock of 
geese was overjoyed. [100] In due course, that goose, in his pas- 
sionate concern for others, came back with his flock and 
preached the Law to King Brahmadatta, who, humbly sub- 
missive, honored him in turn. 

So, then— bad people are incapable of behaving as good 
people even in misfortune behave, let alone when all is well 
with them. 


| 


Bodhi the Wandering Ascetic 


OREPHOSEWHGAHAVESBRECPEDYDHEM IN 
the past, good people feel a sympathy that subsequent ill- 
treatment can do nothing to weaken. This comes of gratitude 
and ingrained patience. 

According to tradition, the Lord, when still a Bodhisattva, 
was once incarnated as a wandering ascetic called Bodhi. 
While still living at home he had acquainted himself thor- 
oughly with the scope and method of the various branches of 
knowledge that people consider important. He had also been 
keen to master the fine arts. Then, as a result of his choosing 
to renounce the world and his ambition to be of help to his 
fellow creatures, he gave special attention to the moral codes, 
on which he became an authority. His store of merit from 
previous lives, his profound wisdom, his understanding of 
men, and his excellent conduct made him, wherever he went, 
an object of respect, attracting both the learned and the pa- 
trons of learning—kings, chief ministers, and brahmin 
householders—as well as homeless ascetics belonging to dif- 
ferent sects. 

[1] Good qualities take on a special brilliance when founded 
on a store of merit, and, when they irradiate one’s whole 
manner, people appreciate them. Even one’s enemies, who 
have to consider what others will think of them, are forced to 
concede good qualities a peculiar respect. 

In his desire to be of help to the world, the Noble One 
passed through villages, towns, markets, country districts, 
kingdoms, and capital cities, until he reached the realm of a 
certain king. This king had heard of his multifarious qualities 
and was delighted to hear that he was on his way, though still 
far off. He had a rest house made for the Bodhisattva in 
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lovely woodland within his own park, then went out to meet 
him and paid his respects before formally bidding him enter 
his realm. After that he treated him with the honor a pupil 
shows to his teacher, by serving him and attending to his 
needs. 

(2] It is an exceptionally happy occasion for a lover of virtue 
when a man of virtue favors him with a visit to his fine resi- 
dence. 

Every day the Bodhisattva graciously discoursed to the 
king on spiritual matters, which gave pleasure to both heart 
and hearing. In this way he gradually set the king on the path 
to final bliss. 

[3] The devout have an altruistic desire to preach the good 
word even to those who show no sign of being disposed to- 
ward it—how much more to someone who, like a spotless 
vessel, is ready to receive what is good for him and who is 
open to the power of love. 

The king's ministers continued to receive the honor due to 
their learning, and the members of the court circle were still 
treated with consideration, but they could not bear the way 
greater and greater deference was paid every day to the Bo- 
dhisattva because of his many virtues. Jealousy had clouded 
their minds. 

[4] A man who shows he can attract people by his reputa- 
tion for outstanding virtue kindles the fire of resentment in 
those others who are valued solely for their practical accom- - 
plishments. 

In learned disputes, the ministers were quite unable to get 
the better of the Bodhisattva, and they resented the king's — 
attachment to religion. They therefore tried in various ways 
to prejudice the king against the Bodhisattva. "Your majesty 
ought not to trust that monk Bodhi,” they said. "Some neigh- 
boring king has obviously heard of your highness's love of 
virtue and penchant for the Law and is making clever use of 
this fellow as an agent who, with his soft, deceitful words, 
will inveigle you into some evil and who meanwhile serves as | 
a means of transmitting intelligence. For the fact is that, pos- 
ing as a holy man, he instructs your highness always to show 


compassion, to cringe with modesty, and to assume a moral 
stance that is at odds with the pursuit of profit and pleasure;! 
that is alien to the role of a king, and that can only lead to 
misguided policies. Ostensibly it is out of concern that he 
takes it upon himself to tell you your duty by way of these 
exhortations. But he also likes mixing with the envoys of for- 
eign kings and is far from ignorant of the contents of treatises 
on statecraft. This is what makes us feel apprehensive.” 

A large number of people constantly urged the king to 
break with the Bodhisattva, as though it were for his own 
good. And the effect was that his unbounded respect and af- 
fection shrank. He grew suspicious, and his attitude changed. 

[5] Be it the terrifying crash of thunder or the lightning flash 
of calumny, was there ever anyone who could stand up to it 
unperturbed, armed only with a man's courage? 

As the king lost confidence in the Great Being, his love and 
respect waned, and he was less ready than he had been to 
show hospitality. But the Bodhisattva, in his innocence, 
thought nothing of it, knowing that kings are preoccupied 
with their many duties. But when he noticed that the royal 
entourage had grown less polite and obliging, he realized that 
the king had become estranged. So he collected his triple 
staff? his water pot, and the rest of a wandering ascetic's gear 


and made ready to depart. When he heard of this, the king, - 


prompted by lingering affection and a wish to be considerate 
and polite, went to the Bodhisattva and, with a show of con- 
cern, made as if he wanted to dissuade him: [6] "Why are you 
set on going away and leaving us all of a sudden? Have you 
perhaps found us guilty of some careless slip which has 
aroused your misgivings?” [7] “I have my reasons for wanting 
to be off" replied the Bodhisattva, “but it is not that I have 
taken offence at some trifling incivility. It is you who, by 
being false, have ceased to be receptive to the Law. And so I 
am leaving.” 

At that moment the king’s pet dog came bounding up, 
barking fiercely and baring his teeth. Pointing to it, the Bo- 
dhisattva continued: “Your highness, this hound proves what 
I am saying: [8] he used to imitate his master and fawn on me 
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abjectly. But now, not knowing how to dissimulate, he betrays 
your real feelings by barking. (9] He must have heard you say 
something unpleasant which showed that your attachment to 
me was over, and he has obviously reacted like this to please 
you. That is the way dependents behave.” At this reproof the 
king hung his head in shame. He was overwhelmed by the 
Bodhisattva's keen perception and, conscience stricken, con- 
cluded that it was no longer right to go on pretending. With 
a bow to the Bodhisattva, he said: [10] "Indeed there were arro- 
gant people in my council who spoke in some such terms 
about you and, in the press of business, I acquiesced. Forgive 
me, and stay. Please do not go away.” "Your highness,” replied 
the Bodhisattva, "I can assure you it is not because I was 
slighted that I am going. Nor is it resentment that impels me. 
But I dont think this is the right moment for me to settle 
down, and so] am not staying. Look, my lord— 111) now that I 
am considered a mediocrity, I am no longer treated so hand- 
somely. Supposing I didn't leave of my own accord— either 
because I felt attachment or, through apathy, because I had 


nowhere to go to—wouldn' it end up in my being hauled out | 
by the scruff of the neck? [12] In the circumstances this is the | 


right thing to do, and so I shall go, but without any resent- 
ment. To be fair, a single affront does not cancel out all the 
kindnesses that went before. (13] Yet, itis no good paying court 


to someone who is not well-disposed, any more than going to | 


a dry well for water. Success will be hard won, and the gains 
meager and not unmixed. (14) The obvious and usual course 
for anyone who wants to be happy and to avoid unpleasant- 
ness is to apply to someone who is as welcoming and ap- 
proachable as a large pool of water in autumn. (15) He who 
rebuffs someone eager to show devotion, or who finds it de- 
meaning to have his approaches rebuffed, or is slow to re- 
member past favors—he may appear to be a man, but it is 
hard to be sure. [16] One can destroy friendship by neglect, by 
being overattentive, or by making persistent demands. I am 
now going in the hope of saving what is left of our affection. 
That too would be spoiled were I to stay.” "Your holiness,” 
said the king, "if you have decided that you really must go, 


then perhaps you will do us the favor of returning here one 
day. As you yourself say, one must take care that friendship 
does not suffer from neglect" “Your majesty,” replied the 
Bodhisattva, “our earthly life is beset with obstacles: we are 
faced with so many possible misfortunes. I cannot, therefore, 
give you a firm promise that I shall return. But should there 
be sound reasons for my doing so, I hope to see your highness 
again.” 

In this way the Great Being appeased the king and, with 
his approval and blessing, set out from his realm. Mixing 
with worldly people had upset his inner balance, and so he 
retired to a lonely spot where he applied himself to medita- 
tion and before long attained the four stages of trance and the 
five kinds of transcendent knowledge As he relished the 
sweet savor of tranquility, he felt concern for the king and 
wondered how he was getting on. He could see him being 
inveigled by his ministers into whichever false theory each of 
them adhered to.* One minister urged on him the doctrine of 
noncausality, giving instances where it is difficult to discern a 
cause. [17] “What,” he asked, “is the cause of the shape, the 
color, the structure, the softness, and so on of the stalk, the 
petal, the filament, and the pericarp of a lotus? Who is re- 
sponsible for the variety in birds’ plumage? And so with 
everything in the world: it is clearly the result of spontaneous 
development.” Another minister favored the idea of God as 
first cause and expounded it to the king: [18] “This universe 
cannot exist without a cause. Above everything on earth is 
some Being, One and Eternal, who, by concentrating his ex- 
traordinary will, creates this wondrous world, then destroys 
it again.” Another minister tried to prejudice the king with 
the doctrine that everything, good and bad alike, is the result 
of previous actions and that no effort of ours can avail to alter 
things: [19] “How can one being possibly create simultaneously 
the endless different kinds of living things, each with its own 
distinct form? No, the universe is the outcome of previous 
actions, which is why even those who take pains to secure 
their own happiness nevertheless come to grief" Another 
minister, with arguments in support of the theory that there 
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is no afterlife, tried to inveigle the king into becoming a he- 
donist: [20] "Pieces of wood which differ greatly in color, qual- 
ity, and shape do not owe their existence to previous actions, 
yet they do exist. And once they have ceased to exist, they 
will not reappear. The same goes for the world in general. 
Therefore, pleasure should be one's sole object in life" An- 
other minister claimed that a king's rule of conduct lay in the 
devious practices of diplomacy prescribed by the science of - 
statecraft, even though they go contrary to the moral Law and - 
are tarnished with ruthlessness. So he instructed the king - 
accordingly: [21] “Avail yourself of men as you do of shady trees. 
Show you appreciate them and thereby earn popularity, as | 
long as there is nothing to be gained by putting them to use. 
But the moment something needs doing, use them as you 
would beasts for a sacrifice" This was how the ministers, 
each by means of his own false theory, tried to lead their king | 
astray. 

Now the Bodhisattva saw that the king was ready to fall | 
headlong into some heresy, both because of the bad company | 
he kept and because his trust in others made him gullible. He 
was overcome with pity for the king and wondered how he | 
could stop him. 

[22] Good people, because of their ingrained virtue, remem- | 
ber any kindness, while any wrong slips from their mind as 
water from a lotus petal. | 

After deciding what was the right thing to do in the cir- 
cumstances, the Bodhisattva conjured up a large monkey in | 
his hermitage, then used his magic power to strip off its skin | 
and make the rest of the body disappear. Wearing this large 
monkey's skin that he had conjured up, he appeared at the 
gate of the king's palace. His arrival was announced by the 
gatekeepers, and he then gradually made his way through 
the outer courts, where soldiers were posted to keep guard, 
to the king's council chamber. Here there were attendants, 
armed with swords and staves, stationed at the doorway, and 
inside it was filled with ministers, brahmins, military com- 
manders, envoys, and leading citizens, all seated according to 
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rank. In the midst of this refined, sober, and distinguished- 
looking company sat the king on his throne. 

The king rose to greet the Bodhisattva and showed him 
every courtesy due to a guest. After enquiring about his 
health, he offered hospitality and invited him to be seated. 
Then, succumbing to curiosity, he asked how the Bodhi- 
sattva had come by the monkey skin. “Who conferred a great 
blessing on himself by presenting your holiness with this 
monkey skin?" “Your highness,” answered the Bodhisattva, “I 
got it myself: it wasn't given me by someone else. Sitting or 
sleeping on the hard ground, with only grass or straw for a 
mattress, makes one’s body ache, and then it is difficult to 
perform one’s religious exercises. I saw this big monkey in 
my hermitage and thought to myself Aha! the skin of this 
monkey could help me to fulfill my religious exercises. If I 
could sit or sleep on that, I could perform them easily. Then 
I would not covet even the couches of kings, covered with 
the richest fabrics!’ So I took this skin of his and did away 
with him.” 

When the king heard this, he was too courteous and dis- 
creet to make any reply. He bowed his head slightly in embar- 
rassment. But his ministers, who already bore a grudge 
against the Great Being, looked at the king, and their faces lit 
up with smiles at this opportunity to speak their mind. Point- 
ing to the Bodhisattva, they said: “Ah! the sole thing that de- 
lights the heart of the Blessed One is his devotion to the Law. 
What dedication! What strength of purpose! It is a wonder 
that, wasted as he is by penance, he could single-handedly 
despatch such a big monkey the moment it came into his 
hermitage. May his penance prove wholly successful!” With- 
out getting at all angry at this sarcasm, the Bodhisattva re- 
plied: “Gentlemen, you ought not to criticize me without 
bearing in mind your own fair arguments. That is not the way 
to win a reputation among the wise. You must realize, gentle- 
man: [23] anyone who, in his antagonism toward another, says 
things that undermine his own arguments, as good as de- 
stroys himself in his desire to discredit that other person.” 
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After administering this general rebuke to the ministers, 


the Noble One wanted to criticize them individually. So, ad- | 


dressing the one who denied causality, he said: [24] “You boldly 
assert that the world is the result of spontaneous generation. 
If that is the case, why blame me? How is it my fault if the 
monkey met his natural end? In fact, I did right to kill him. [25] 
Now, if I am guilty of killing him, surely that proves his death 
had an external cause? So, either abandon your claim for 
noncausality or else say what it is that you apparently find 
wrong in my argument. [26] And if the arrangement, color, and 
so on of the different parts of a lotus were not caused by 
anything, surely they would occur under any conditions. But 
we know that they are produced from seeds in conjunction 
with water and other things. They come into being under 
those conditions but not otherwise. And I would ask you to 
give serious thought to this too, your honor: [27] he who states 
causes? for denying causality must surely abandon his thesis! 
On the other hand, if he is loath to adduce any reasons, what 
value is there in merely making an assertion? [28] And he who 
fails to discern a cause in some isolated instance and on that 
basis alone claims that nothing has a cause, won't he, when 
he realizes that the thing after all clearly does depend on a 
cause, take a dislike to it, and curse it for not fitting his 
theory? [29] If in some instance a cause is not apparent, why 
then assert dogmatically that it does not exist at all? It exists, 
but for some secondary reason it is invisible, like the bright 
disk of the sun at close of day. [30] Surely, sir, you procure such 
objects as you desire for your own happiness, and you have 
no wish to pursue those which go contrary to it? That is why 
you are in the king's service. And yet ycu say there is no 
causality. [31] And if, even so, you consider that everything hap- 
pens without a cause, then obviously the death of the mon- 
key has no cause. So why blame me?" 

With this clear reasoning the Noble One discomfited the 
advocate of noncausality. Then he turned to the theist and 
said: "Your honor, you too really ought not to be criticizing 
me. For in your opinion God is the cause of everything. Now 
look— 4132] ifitis God who does everything, then God killed the 
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monkey, didn't he? How can you be so unfriendly as to be- 
smirch me with another person's crimes? [33] If, on the other 
hand, God was moved by pity not to murder that valiant 
monkey, how can you proclaim aloud that he is the cause of 
everything on earth? Besides, my friend, believing as you do 
that God is at the root of everything, (34) how can you hope to 
propitiate him with hymns and prostrations and all that sort 
of thing when he himself, the Self-Existent, is performing 
those very actions of yours? [35] You may claim that it is you 
who do the worshipping. Even so, you cannot deny that he is 
the true agent: he who acts by virtue of his own supreme 
power is the true agent. [36] If it is God who commits all sins, 
without exception, then what good quality of his do you vi- 
sualize when you direct your devotion to him? [37] But if, 
abhoring such wickedness, God does not commit them, then 
it is wrong to say that everything is done by him. [38] Now, his 
supremacy must either originate in the Law or in something 
else. If in the Law, then God could not have existed before the 
Law. [39] ‘Dependence’ is what it should be called when one 
thing is created by another. Otherwise you may as well pred- 
icate 'supremacy' of any cause at all. Even so, should you have 
been prevented, by passionate devotion, from weighing up 
right and wrong [40] and so still consider an all-pervading God 
to be the cause of everything in the world, surely you ought 
not to charge me with the murder of that fine monkey, which 
was ordained by God?" 

With this close? reasoning the Noble One quite dumb- 
founded the theist. Then, turning with great address to the 
determinist, he said: "You too, sir, hardly show yourself in a 
good light when you reproach me, since in your opinion 
everything results from previous actions. In that case, let me 
tell you: [41] if everything were a consequence of previous ac- 
tions, then I was certainly right to kill this monkey. He was 
consumed by the blazing fire of his former actions. What 
fault of mine is there in that to criticize? [42] On the other hand, 
if I am guilty of killing the monkey, then it is I who am re- 
sponsible, not his former actions. And if you consider that 
one action inevitably gives rise to another, then, in your sys- 
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tem, no one will achieve final release from this world. [43] 
Should there be a case of someone being happy in circum- 
stances that cause misery or miserable in circumstances con- 
ducive to happiness, then one would certainly infer that hap- 
piness and misery depend entirely on former actions. [44] But 
since this is not the case with happiness and misery, former 
actions cannot be their sole cause. Suppose no new karma 
were created: how can you account for old karma in its ab- 
sence? [45] If, nevertheless, you consider everything to be the 
result of previous actions, what has made you decide that I 
am the cause of the monkey's death?" 

With this irrefutable reasoning the Noble One appeared to 
have imposed a vow of silence on the man. Smilingly he said 
to the nihilist: "Why is your honor so anxious to put the 
blame on me if you really believe there is no ‘beyond’? (46 If 
there really is no afterlife, why avoid doing evil, why have a 
foolish respect for good? Any intelligent person would follow 
his whims in that case. And so there was nothing wrong with 
killing the monkey. [47] If it is only fear of scandal that makes a 
man such as you steer clear of evil and keep to the path of 
good, he will still not escape people's scorn, because he will 
not be practicing what he preaches. [48] And, because of this 
fear of what people will think, he will find no happiness as he 
lives out his life. So, to be deluded by such a futile theory is 
surely the crassest folly! As to your saying that [49] pieces of 
wood which differ greatly in color, quality, and shape do not 
owe their existence to previous actions yet exist nonethe- 
less—that once they have ceased to exist they do not re- 
appear and that the same goes for the world as a whole—I 
should like to know what reason you have for saying so. [50] 
But if, even so, you persist in your leanings toward nihilism, 
then why blame someone who kills a monkey or, for that 
matter, a man?" 

With this series of clear and sparkling rejoinders the Great 
Being silenced the nihilist. He then addressed the minister 
who had a shrewd knowledge of statecraft: "You too , sir, why 
do you reproach me like this if you approve of the methods 
prescribed by the Arthasdstra?’ [51] For it approves any act, 


good or bad, that is to one's advantage: only after a man has 
set himself up should he use his wealth to do good. So what I 
say to you is this: [52] if, in the attainment of one's ends, one 
need not bother about treating even one's loving relatives de- 
cently, how can you find fault with me for killing this monkey 
for his skin—a sensible procedure actually prescribed by 
your treatise? [53] If, on the other hand, you consider such a 
deed reprehensible because it is ruthless and fraught with 
evil consequences, why do you blithely accept a doctrine in 
which such a thing is approved? [54] Now if this is a fine ex- 
ample of prudence according to your system, what sort of an 
aberration must it call imprudence? Oh! the effrontery of 
those who despise people so much that they cite treatises to 
preach error! [55] Now if you claim that what I have done is 
quite harmless—its implications are, it seems, clearly set out 
in a treatise—then I am not to blame for killing the monkey, 
since I was only following the course prescribed in the trea- 
tise.” 

In this way the Noble One crushingly defeated the minis- 
ters, though they dominated the assembly and were used to 
having their own way. He realized that he had completely 
won the hearts of both king and assembly, and he spoke to 
the king with the intention of dispelling any repugnance he 
might still feel about his killing the monkey: “Your highness, 
of course I didn't kill a live monkey. I simply produced a mag- 
ical illusion of one, then took his skin to spark off these ex- 
changes. So do not misjudge me.” With these words he dis- 
solved the magic monkey skin, and, aware that the king and 
the whole assembly were now entirely on his side, he said: [56] 
"Can anyone kill a living creature if he sees that every result 
stems from a cause, if he behaves responsibly and is aware of 
a future existence, if he acknowledges goodness and is sensi- 
tive? Consider, your highness—(57] how could anyone who ac- 
cepts the doctrine of an ordered universe commit a crime 
that neither the advocate of spontaneous creation, nor the 
determinist, nor the materialist, nor the adept in political sci- 
ence would do even for a brief glimmer of fame? [58] True or 
false, it is one's outlook that determines the way one chooses 
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to behave, your excellency, for, by choosing to do this or that 
according to what one believes, one illustrates one's belief by 
what one says or does. [59] For this reason one should act upon 
a good doctrine and give up a bad one that only showers one 
with misfortunes. By consorting with good people and keep- 
ing one’s distance from the bad, one can achieve this. [60] There 
are loose people who roam the world as they please, imper- 
sonating the truly disciplined—demons masquerading as 
monks. With their false doctrines they are the ruin of simple 
people, like snakes who can poison with a glance. (61] The rant- 
ing style in which they preach noncausality and other such 
heresies is as characteristic as the howl of jackals. Therefore, 
if he is wise, a man will not frequent their company. Instead 
he should work for their reform, if he has the strength to do 
so. [62] Even for practical purposes one should not make 
friends with someone unsuitable, however high his reputa- 
tion may be in the world. Even the moon loses its beauty at 
the onset of wintry gloom. [63] Shun those who shun virtue. 
Cultivate those who cultivate virtue. And thereby kindle a 
blaze of glory by destroying evil tendencies among your sub- 
jects and by arousing in them a love of good. [64] With you 
observing the moral Law, the greater part of your subjects 
may be inclined to live good lives and to keep steadily to the 
road that leads to heaven. Your people need looking after, and 
you have the will to do it. Therefore, live according to the 
moral Law, following its fine code of discipline. [65] Keep your 
character spotless; earn a reputation for generosity; think as 
kindly of strangers as of your own relatives; and long may 
you rule the earth, with justice and vigilance. That way you 
will attain happiness, bliss in the afterlife, and fame. [66] For if 
a king does not look after the country people who pay him 
taxes—farmers and stockbreeders who are like trees that 
bear fruit and flowers—the plants in his country will be 
blighted.® [67] Likewise, if a king does not look after those who 
earn their livelihood by buying and selling different sorts of 
merchandise—traders and townspeople who help him with 
the duties they pay—the resources of his treasury will fail. [68] 
Likewise, if a king is carelessly unappreciative of his army 


when it is renowned for its skill in arms and, so far from 
showing itself inadequate, has proved itself in the field, he 
will surely be balked of victory in battle. (69) Likewise, if the 
king is so corrupt as to disdain holy men who are notable for 
their moral purity, their learning, or their supernatural pow- 
ers and whose noble nature is evident, he will be deprived of 
the joys of heaven. [70] As he who picks unripe fruit kills the 
seed and finds it without flavor, so a king who levies unfair 
taxes ruins his country and gets no good out of them. {71} Con- 
versely, just as a tree provides an excellent crop of fruit as and 
when it is ripe, so a country protected by its king brings him 
both spiritual and material well-being. (72) Helpful ministers 
with a sharp eye for promoting your interests, honest friends, 
and your own relatives—these you should bind to yourself 
by their heartstrings, with kind words and with wealth of- 
fered graciously. [73] These are the reasons why you should give 
prominence to the moral Law and should set your heart on 
making your subjects happy. Govern your people by admin- 
istering justice without malice or favor, and thereby secure a 
happy afterlife for yourself." 

In this way the Noble One kept the king from the error of 
false doctrines and set him and his court on the right road. 
Thereupon he flew up into the sky. All those present bowed 
respectfully and, with hands held out together, saluted him 
one by one, while he returned to his solitary retreat. 

So, then—for those who have helped them in the past, 
good people feel a sympathy that subsequent ill treatment 
can do nothing to weaken. This comes of gratitude and in- 
grained patience. 
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The Great Ape 


HAT MAKES GOOD PEOPLE SUFFER 
is not so much any harm that is done them as the moral 
failings of those who inflict it. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was once a great 
ape who lived by himself in a beautiful region on the slopes 
of the Himalaya. There, bright veins of ore provide the vari- 
ous tints necessary for its cosmetics, and deep forests clothe 
it in a mantle of silk. The variety of color and contour and 
the picturesque undulations lend a beauty to the mountain- 
sides such that one might think it had all been laid out with 
special care. Water pours down from numberless cascades. 
Everywhere there are deep caves, chasms, and cataracts, and 
the air vibrates with the drone of bees. The trees bear all 
kinds of fruit and blossom and are fanned by pleasant 
breezes. The mountain spirits make this place their play- 
ground. 

Though only an ape, the Bodhisattva had not lost his 
awareness of what is right; he never forgot any favor done to 
him; there was nothing mean in his nature; and he showed 
great patience. Nor did compassion ever leave him—as 
though bound by affection! [1] Earth with its forests, noble 
mountains, and seas may perish a hundred' times by fire, 
water, and wind, as each eon comes to an end, but the great 
compassion of a Bodhisattva never. 

The Great One lived in that lonely place like an ascetic: his 
sole subsistence was the leaves and fruit of the trees that grew 
wild in the forest. And to such creatures as happened to cross 
his path he showed sympathy in whatever way he could. 

One day a man, attempting to find a stray cow, had wan- 
dered about in every direction and eventually missed his way. 


He had lost his bearings and went round in circles till he 
reached the very spot we have described. He felt faint with 
hunger and thirst, heat and exhaustion, while inwardly he 
was consumed by a gnawing despair. He sank down at the 
foot of a tree as if the weight of despondency were more than 
he could bear. Looking around, he noticed some russet- 
colored fruit which, being ripe, had dropped off an ebony 
tree. He ate them with relish, and so famished was he that he 
found them deliciously sweet. This made him all the more 
eager to discover where they came from. So he peered around 
and caught sight of an ebony tree that was growing on the 
brink of a cataract. The tips of its branches were russet col- 
ored with the ripe fruit that weighed them down. Drawn by 
his craving for the fruit, he climbed the mountainside and 
scrambled along a branch of the ebony tree that hung, with 
its load of fruit, over the cataract. Such was his greed that he 
went on to the very end of the branch. (2) Then, with a loud 
crack, the branch suddenly snapped, as though lopped with 
a hatchet: it was too slender to bear the extra weight that 
made it bend. The man fell with it down the great mountain 
gorge, enclosed on all sides by a wall of stone, like a well. But 
thanks to the mass of foliage and the depth of the water be- 
low, he managed not to break any bones. He got out of the 
water and crept around, but nowhere could he see a way of 
escape. Realizing that he would inevitably die soon, his will 
to survive weakened; tears of grief streamed down his face, 
crumpled in misery; the searing shaft of despondency pierced 
him to the quick; faintheartedly he bewailed his fate in some 
such words as these: [3] "Here I have fallen into this wild 
gorge, far from the haunts of men. However carefully he 
search, who, I ask, will find me, apart from Death? [4] My 
friends and relatives are out of reach. Swarms of mosquitoes 
have made me their exclusive resort. Who will haul me out, 
as one would a wild beast that has plunged into a gaping pit? 
[5] Ah! this night of doom, dense and dark as a night of the 
waning moon, it blots out all the beauty of the world I 
know— park, forest, arbor, and river—and the sky with its 
brilliant scattering of jewels, the stars" With these lamenta- 
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tions the man went on for several days, keeping himself alive 
on water and the ebony fruit that had fallen down with him. 

Now the great ape happened to pass through that forest in 
search of food and came to the place as though beckoned by 
the tips of the branches of that ebony tree, stirring in the 
wind. He climbed the tree and, looking over the cataract, 
caught sight of the man writhing there in a desperate plight: 
his eyes and cheeks were hollow with hunger, and his body 
was pathetically pale and thin. The ape was overcome with 
pity for him in his wretched state and, setting aside his quest 
for food, looked intently at the man and said, in human lan- 
guage: [6] "How comes it that you are in this gully which is 
inaccessible to men? Do please tell me, sir, who you are and 
how you come to be here.” The man in his misery prostrated 
himself before the great ape, then looked up, and, holding 
out his hands in supplication, said: (7] "I am a man, your 
honor. I got lost on my way through the forest and landed 
myself in this trouble while trying to pick fruit from that tree. 
[8] You who look after the tribe of apes, come to my rescue 
too: I have no friend or relative in my hour of need" 

When the Great Being heard this he felt extremely sorry 
for the man. [9] Someone in distress, without friend or rela- 
tive, clasping his hands and looking up piteously, can make 
even his enemies feel compassion. The compassionate he 
cannot fail to arouse. The Bodhisattva felt pity for him and 
comforted him with tender words which in his plight the 
man had hardly expected. [10] "Do not despair and imagine that 
this fall has left you helpless and all on your own. Whatever a 
relative would do for you now I will do just as well, never 
fear" And with this reassurance the Great Being brought him 
fruit from the ebony tree and elsewhere. Then he went off 
and practiced with a rock that was the weight of a man, so as 
to be able to haul the man out of the gully. After taking the 
measure of his strength and being sure that he could lift the 
man out of the gully, the Great Being went down to the bot- 
tom of it and, stirred by pity, said to him: [11] “Come, climb on 
to my back and hold on tight while I bring out both you and 
my body's true worth. [12] For good people would say that the 


sole worth of one's otherwise worthless body is that a wise 
man can turn it into an instrument for helping others.” The 
man readily agreed, bowed with respect, then mounted on 
his back. [13] The extra weight of a man on top of him was a 
severe handicap. But because of his great goodness he did not 
lose courage and managed to rescue him, albeit with great 
difficulty. [14] He was extremely glad to have got the man out 
but was so exhausted that he tottered about dizzily, then lay 
down to rest on a slab of rock, dark as a rain cloud. 

Having just done the man a service, the Bodhisattva, in his 
innocence, did not expect any harm from him and trustingly 
said: [15/16] "This part of the forest lies open on all sides, and 
there is nothing to stop beasts of prey from coming in. So 
guard us both, and cast a wary eye all around, in case some- 
one comes and does away with me and his chances of future 
happiness while I lie asleep exhausted. I feel utterly weary 
and want to sleep just a while.” "Sleep as long as you like, sir, 
and wake up refreshed,” said the man with false courtesy. “I 
will stand guard over you, I promise.” 

As soon as the Bodhisattva sank wearily asleep, evil 
thoughts occurred to the man: (17] "How can I keep my wasted 
body alive, let alone build it up again, with roots obtained 
only with immense effort or with wild fruit that I may chance 
upon? [18] And how can I get across this almost impassable 
wilderness if I haven't the strength? But there is enough meat 
on this animal to enable me to escape that peril. (19] He may 
have done me a service, but even so I can eat him, since that 
is how nature made him. And certainly this is a standard pro- 
cedure in emergency. So he must serve as my provisions.([20] 
But I can only kill him while he is sound asleep and all un- 
suspecting. Once he is ready to put up a fight, even a lion 
might expect to be worsted in an encounter with him—in 
which case I have no time to lose.” The scoundrel could reach 
this decision because he was perverted by the sin of greed, 
felt no gratitude, had no conscience, and had lost all pity and 
tenderness. Despite his extreme weakness he had an over- 
powering urge to commit that crime and, picking up a large 
rock, hurled it at the head of the great ape. [21] But such was 
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his eagerness to get it done that he threw the stone hastily 
and with a hand trembling with weakness. So, though in- 
tended to send the monkey to sleep for good, it served only 
to banish sleep from him. [22] It did not hit him with full force 
and so did not smash his head to bits but only wounded it 
with its sharp edge, then fell to earth like a thunderbolt. (23) 
The Bodhisattva, whose head had been split open by the im- 
pact of the rock, jumped down quickly. wondering who had 
hit him. He looked around but saw no one except that man, 
shamefaced and [24] cringing, who looked sick with embarrass- 
ment and had changed color in his abject dismay. The man's 
throat had gone dry with terror, he was pouring with sweat, 
and he dared not look up. 

As soon as the great ape realized that it was the man who 
had done it, he gave no thought to the pain from his injury 
but was moved to intense pity by this vile deed, done without 
any regard to the man's own future well-being. He felt neither 
anger nor blind rage, but, with tears in his eyes, he looked at 
the man, felt sorry for him, and said: [25] “My dear friend, how 
could you, a man, do such a thing? How could you think of 
doing it, let alone bring yourself to do it? [26] You were sup- 
posed to be barring the approach of any enemy bent on doing 
me harm and to display the courage of a hero in my defense. 
[27] It was presumptuous of me to imagine I had performed a 
difficult feat. But you have banished any such notion by doing 
something even more hard to do. [28] You were reprieved from 
the life to come, virtually snatched from the jaws of Death, 
yet no sooner are you dragged out of one chasm than you fall 
into another. [29] Oh! a curse on vile ignorance, harshest of 
evils, which takes people as they strive pathetically for hap- 
piness and engulfs them in misery. (30) You have condemned 
yourself to an evil destiny, afflicted me with burning sorrow, 
tarnished your reputation, gone counter to your worthier in- 
stincts, [31] destroyed your credibility, and are now a target for 
reproach. Whatever did you hope to gain by this? (32) My 
wound certainly does not hurt me as much as the painful 
thought that I am the cause of your having done wrong and 
yet am powerless to expiate the sin. (33) So please follow me 


closely and be sure to keep in sight, since you are obviously 
not to be trusted. I shall guide you out of this jungle with its 
many dangers, on to the path that leads to a village, (34) before 
someone attacks you as you wander in the forest, alone in 
your weak state and not knowing the way. If you came to 
harm, all my efforts will have been vain." 

Sorrowing over the man in this way, the Great One 
brought him to a place that was inhabited and, setting him 
on his way, spoke again: [35] “My dear friend, you have reached 
the haunts of men. Leave behind the forest region, with its 
dangerous wilderness, and go in peace. Try to avoid doing 
evil, because the consequences, when they occur, are invari- 
ably unpleasant." 

Thus the great ape, in his compassion, instructed the man 
as though he were a pupil. Then he returned to his part of the 
forest. But the man who had committed that dreadful crime 
was consumed with burning remorse. Suddenly he was 
struck with a severe form of leprosy. His whole appearance 
changed: white spots came out on his skin, pus from suppur- 
ating sores oozed over his limbs, and his body smelled dis- 
gusting. He was hideously deformed—one could hardly be- 
lieve he had a human body—and his voice had altered 
distressingly, so that, wherever he went, people, the moment 
they saw him, were sure he must be the Evil One in person. 
Whereupon they would pick up clods and sticks and drive 
him away with harsh threats. 

One day a king was passing by on a hunt and saw him 
wandering about in the open, looking like a hungry ghost 
with filthy, tattered rags covering his loins—a really horrible 
sight. With mixed feelings of alarm and curiosity, the king 
asked: [36] "Your body is deformed by leprosy, your skin flecked 
with white spots. You are pale, thin, and wretched. (37) And 
your hair is grimy with dust. Who are you? A hungry ghost 
or a goblin, an embodiment of the Evil One or a vampire? 
You are afflicted by such a number of ills—perhaps you are 
yourself a disease?” 

Prostrating himself, the wretch replied in a febble voice: “I 
am a man, your highness, not a demon.” The king then asked 
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how he had reached that state, and the man revealed his 
wicked deed, adding: [38] “So far this is only the flowering oc- 
casioned by that treachery. The fruit will be something else 
again, and obviously far worse than this. [39] You should there- 
fore look upon treachery as a foe and regard with affection 
friends who are affectionately disposed toward you. [40] Such is 
the state that people reach already in this life when they be- 
have in an unfriendly manner toward their friends. From this 
you may infer the destiny in the next life of those whose 
minds are so muddied by greed and other evil tendencies that 
they betray their friends. (41) On the other hand, he who feels 
kindly and affectionate toward his friends earns their good- 
will and their trust and also benefits by their help. He is pos- 
sessed of the virtue of humility and great gladness of mind. 
His enemies will find him hard to assail, and when he dies he 
will go to heaven. [42) Your highness, take note of these power- 
ful consequences of good and bad behavior toward one's 
friends and keep to the path that good people choose, for 
good fortune attends him who follows it." 

So, then— what makes good people suffer is not so much 
any harm that is done them as the moral failings of those who 
inflict it. 


The Ibex 


HET ROPBYGOMPASSIONATETAKE'BIETEY 
even on their would-be murderers. If they find them in dis- 
tress they do not ignore them. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was once born as 
an ibex in a remote forest region. In the absence of man it 
was a peaceful place, inhabited by all sorts of animals. Trees 
and shrubs grew in plenty, their roots smothered by dense 
undergrowth. Neither the paths nor the borders of the forest 
showed any trace of travelers' footprints or wheel ruts. It was 
a landscape of riverbeds, anthills, gullies, and rough ground. 

The ibex had a robust body, was strong, swift, handsome, 
and bold. So inveterate was his compassion that he bore the 
other creatures no malice, and so modest his contentment 
that he lived entirely off grass, leaves, and water, delighted 
with life in the forest. Like a yogi in his love of complete 
solitude, he was an ornament to that wild region. [1] An ani- 
mal in appearance but with the intelligence of a man, he 
treated all creatures with sympathy, as a hermit does. He lived 
in that lonely forest as a yogi, content to eat the tips of grass. 

Now, one day the king who ruled the realm came to that 
spot. He was mounted on a fine horse and held his bow and 
arrows at the ready, eager to test his marksmanship on the 
game. In his enthusiasm he pursued the wild beasts on his 
swift charger till his host of elephants, horse, chariots, and 
infantry was left far behind. The moment he caught sight of 
the Great Being in the distance, he determined to kill him, 
and, fixing a sharp arrow to his taut bow, he spurred on his 
steed toward the Great One. But when the Bodhisattva no- 
ticed the king rushing toward him on horseback and bran- 
dishing his bow, he sprang away with alacrity. Though ca- 
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pable of offering resistance, he had no wish for violence. 
With the horse in pursuit, he came to a gully which lay in his 
path. Quickly he leaped over it, as though it were a little 
puddle, and bounded away. The horse chased after the ibex 
at top speed along the same path until it reached the gully, 
hesitated about leaping over it, and stopped abruptly in its 
tracks. [2] The king, bow in hand, was tossed off the horse's 
back and fell straight into the gully, like a demon warrior 
falling into the ocean.! [3] With his eyes fixed on the ibex, he 
had not noticed the steep fall, so that when the horse sud- 
denly halted, he was quite unprepared, lost his seat, and fell 
headlong. 

When the sound of the horse's hoof-beats ceased, the Bo- 
dhisattva began to wonder whether by any chance the king 
could have turned back. Twisting his head round, he looked 
carefully and saw that the horse was riderless and had come 
to a halt where the deep hole was. He realized that the king 
must have fallen into the chasm, for there was no tree there- 
abouts to whose dense shade he might have retired for rest, 
nor any lake into whose clear waters— blue as the petals of a 
water lily—he could have plunged. He could not have turned 
his horse loose anywhere once he had penetrated to the heart 
of the forest, which was infested with beasts of prey. Nor 
could he be taking a rest or be pursuing the game on foot. 
Nor was there any deep grass here in which he might be hid- 
den. So, obviously the king must have fallen into the gully. 

On coming to this conclusion, the Noble One felt ex- 
tremely sorry for the man, despite the fact that the man had 
intended to kill him. (4) “Only today this king was attended by 
a host of chariots, horse, infantry, and elephants, resplen- 
dent with bright banners, glinting with shields and weaponry, 
and marching to the stirring strains of music. [5] He was en- 
joying all the privileges of being king: a splendid parasol, 
shimmering chowries, and the homage of crowds of people 
holding out their hands in humble devotion, as though he 
were lord of the gods. (6) And now he has dropped into this 
deep pit and, with the violence of the fall, doubtless broken a 
limb. Either he is unconscious or else in extreme pain. Oh! 


what anguish he must be suffering. |7] Because their hearts 
have in some way grown callous through hardship, common 
people, when calamities come, are not so affected as are men 
of higher rank, who in their pampered existence have not 
experienced hardship. He will never be able to get out of 
there by himself. If he has survived at all, it is not right to 
abandon him.” 

With these thoughts the Noble One, swayed by pity, went 
up to the edge of the pit, and there he saw the king struggling 
desperately. His armor was tarnished with dust, his clothes, 
turban, and accoutrements awry, and he was suffering ago- 
nies of pain as a result of being violently jolted into the pit. [8] 
To see the king writhing there brought tears to the Noble 
One’s eyes. Overcome with pity, he no longer thought of him 
as an enemy and shared in his suffering. [9] He spoke to him 
kindly, thereby demonstrating his innate goodness. In clear 
language he comforted him, gently, politely, and pleasantly: [10] 
“I trust your majesty has not injured yourself by falling into 
this hellish pit? You haven't broken any limbs, I hope? And 
perhaps the pain is already easing? [11] I am no demon, your 
excellency, just a wild animal living in your domain and 
thriving on your grass and water. So you can put your trust 
in me. [12] Don’t lose heart because you have fallen into this pit. 
I can rescue you from it, sir. If you are prepared to trust me, 
then just give the word and Ill come.” 

The king was overcome with astonishment at this extraor- 
dinary pronouncement of his. He began to feel ashamed and 
to reflect seriously. (13) "How can he possibly feel pity for me 
when I have shown my hostility to him by the way I have 
behaved. And how could I have committed such a sin against 
this innocent creature? [14] Oh! how sharply his gentleness 
puts me to shame. It is I who am the animal, the brute rather, 
and he is an ibex only in appearance. He certainly deserves 
the honor of my accepting his offer" On coming to this deci- 
sion, the king said: [15] "My body was encased in armor. So I 
wasn't too seriously hurt. And I can put up with the pain 
caused by crashing into the pit. (16) But the pain from my fall 
distresses me far less than my blunder with regard to such a 
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noble-hearted being as you. [17] Do not take it to heart that I 
trusted to appearances and took you for a wild beast, without 
discerning your true nature." 

The king's pronouncement seemed to indicate goodwill, 
and the ibex inferred from it that he was permitted to rescue 
him. So he took a rock that was the weight of a man and 
practiced lifting it up. After he had taken the measure of his 
strength and was sure he could rescue the king, he went 
down into the pit, approached respectfully, and said: [18] “In 
view of the circumstances I hope you won't mind coming into 
contact with my body for a moment, while I give myself the 
pleasure of seeing an expression of affection and goodwill 
come over your face. Now, your highness, climb up onto my 
back and hold on tight." 

The king complied and mounted him like a horse. [19] Then, 
with the king on his back, the ibex reared and sprang up with 
amazing speed and energy, looking like a carved leogryph? 
supporting an arch up in the air. [20] After rescuing the king 
from this difficult situation, the ibex gladly reunited him with 
his charger, pointed out the way to the capital, and turned to 
go back to the forest. But the king was overwhelmed by this 
kind service and, in his gratitude, embraced the ibex, saying: 
[21] "Ibex, my life—and, needless to say, whatever lies within 
my power to give—is yours. So do come and see my capital 
and, if it is to your liking, make it your home. [22] It would 
surely be wrong of me to return home alone and leave you in 
this dreadful forest where there are hunters all around and 


where you are at the mercy of heat and cold, rain, and other © 


troubles. So come, let us set out together.” 

The Bodhisattva thanked him with gentle humility and re- 
plied: [23] "Your excellency, such an offer is only to be expected 
from a devotee of virtue, such as yourself, for, by constant 


practice, virtues come naturally to good people. (24) But if you | 
think that I who am used to the forest would consider it a | 
favor to live in a palace, you are mistaken: one kind of thing © 


gives pleasure to human beings, and another suits the animal | 


creation. [25] But if you want to do something to please me, sir, 


then give up hunting. One should pity the poor brutes whose | 


animal nature makes them dull-witted. [26] You must under- 
stand that all creatures are like-minded in their pursuit of 
happiness and in their avoidance of what is unpleasant. It is 
therefore wrong to do to others what you would not like to 
have done to yourself. (27) Knowing that doing evil entails loss 
of face, criticism from good people, and unhappiness, you 
should root out evil as though it were an enemy. You should 
no more disregard it than you should illness. [28] By devoting 
yourself to doing good, you have earned the status of king, 
something that people greatly respect and in which good for- 
tune inheres. Redouble your efforts. For there must be no 
thinning of the ranks among those who do good. [29] Accumu- 
late merit, which is a means to fame and happiness, by gen- 
erous gifts—all the more welcome for being timely and given 
with good grace—by moral integrity which gains strength 
through intimacy with good people, and by showing the 
same concern for other beings as you do for yourself" 

In this way the Noble One helped the king in matters re- 
lating to this life and the hereafter. And the king welcomed 
his words and gazed after the ibex with respect as he entered 
the forest. 

So, then—the truly compassionate take pity even on their 
would-be murderers. If they find them in distress they do not 
ignore them. 
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The Antelope 


TIS OTHER PEOPEEISISUPFERING=W HIGH 
makes good people suffer: it is that which they cannot en- 
dure, not their own suffering. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was once an ante- 
lope who lived in a vast forest region, far from the haunts of 
man. There the trees—date palms, flame trees, teak, acacia, 
and many others—grew in profusion, among dense thickets 
of reeds, grasses, and bamboo. All kinds of creeper draped 
their tendrils over the crisscross of branches, and animals 
roamed the forest in large numbers: deer, spotted antelopes, 
and waterbucks; yaks, elephants, gayals, and buffaloes; ante- 
lopes, muntjaks, boars, leopards, hyenas, tigers, wolves, 
lions, bears, and yet others. 

The coloring of this antelope was as bright as pure gold, 
and its coat was downy and brightly dappled with spots the 
color of rubies, sapphires, emeralds, and beryls. His large, 
liquid eyes were dark and clear. With the soft gemlike luster 
of his horns and hoofs, he was of surpassing beauty, like a 
moving mass of jewels. But knowing how attractive his body 
was and how slight other people’s compunction, he preferred 
to stay in the depths of the forest, avoiding human contact. 
Also, his sharp senses warned him to keep right away from 
the places where hunters set traps, spikes, nets, snares, pits, 
lime-twigs, and scattered bait. Like a teacher he alerted the 
herd of deer that followed him, and like a father he exercised 
authority over them. [1] Nowhere on earth does the combina- 
tion of beauty and intelligence, crowned by worthy behavior, 
fail to inspire respect in people who care for their own good. 

One day, while in the jungle, the Noble One heard a man 
shouting for help. The river that flowed nearby was in spate, 


and he was being swept away by the strong current. [2] "Come 
quickly if you have any pity for those in distress. Save me in 
my plight. The swollen river current is carrying me off, and 
without a boat I am helpless. [3] My arms are no use to me: I’m 
too exhausted and can't last out much longer. I can't find any 
shallows. So please come: there's no time to lose.” 

The Bodhisattva was smitten to the core by this piteous 
cry for help and called out *Don' be afraid! Don't be afraid!" 
in human language that had been perfected, in the course of 
a hundred incarnations, to banish fear, despair, and fatigue 
and which he now repeated in strained but clear tones. Then 
he bounded out from the depths of the forest and caught 
sight of the man, in the distance, being carried along by the 
stream as if he were some precious offering. (4| The Bodhi- 
sattva was determined to rescue the man and, without a 
thought about the danger to his own life, plunged into the 
frightful river race like a warrior striking confusion into an 
enemy army. [5] Barring the way with his body, he told the man 
to cling on to him, and the man, in a paroxysm of fear, trem- 
bling all over with exhaustion, climbed onto his back. (6] Such 
was his exceptional presence of mind and magnificent, un- 
flinching bravery that, despite being weighed down by the 
man and whirled round by the racing current, he reached the 
haven of the river bank. [7] Weariness disappeared in a great 
surge of joy as he got the man ashore and warmed him up 
with the heat of his body. Then he showed him the way, said 
goodbye, and sent him off. 

Such amazing readiness to be of help is hardly to be ex- 
pected even in an affectionate relative or friend. The man was 
touched to the heart by it. And the deer’s outward beauty 
aroused his wonder and respect. Bowing before him, he said 
several kind things: [8] “No friend devoted to me since child- 
hood—or even a relative— would have done what you have 
done for my sake. [9] Therefore, my life is in your hands. 
Should there be anything, however small, in which my life 
could be of use to you, that would give me the greatest plea- 
sure. [10] So please do me the kindness of employing me in 
whatever capacity your honor may judge fit." 
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The Bodhisattva thanked him: (11) "There is nothing re- 
markable about gratitude in a decent man: it is a natural in- 
stinct in him. But when one sees the world and its rampant 
perversity, one begins to count even gratitude a virtue, which 
is why I say to you: should you ever recall this incident, do 
not divulge it to anyone and say what a special sort of animal 
it was that saved you. Being so attractive, this body of mine 
is, I know, vulnerable. There is, on the whole, little tender- 
ness in the hearts of men, who are unbridled in their greed. 
[12] Therefore, have a care for your own character as well as for 
my safety: no good ever comes of betraying friends. And 
please don't get upset or angry at my talking to you in this 
way. We animals are unpracticed in the smooth manners and 
evasiveness of human beings. Besides, [13] it is the fault of 
clever tricksters, masters of hypocrisy, if a genuinely honest 
creature is looked at askance. So I would like you to do me 
this kindness." 

The man agreed to do so, bowed before the Great Being, 
circled round him respectfully, and set off home. 

Now at that time the queen consort of the realm had pro- 
phetic dreams. Whatever she dreamed, however outlandish, 
came true. Once, at daybreak, while still fast asleep, she 
dreamed about an antelope, resplendent in beauty like a mass 
of every kind of jewel, sitting on a throne and surrounded by 
the king and his court. It was preaching the Law in a human 
voice, clearly pronouncing the syllables of each word. She 
woke up in amazement just as the drums were sounding to 
awake her husband.! At the first opportunity she went to the 
king, who honored her with his confidence. [14] Her beautiful 
eyes were wide open in wonder, her lovely cheeks shivering 
with joy, as she visited the king and regaled him with the 
story of her marvelous dream as with a gift. And after relating 
her extraordinary dream to the king, she respectfully added: 
[15] "So my lord, please take steps right away to capture this 
beast. In that way your inner apartments will be radiant with 
this jeweled deer, as is the sky with the constellation of the 
Deer 

The king had learned to trust what his consort saw in her 


dreams, and he agreed to her suggestion, partly because he 
wanted to please her, partly because he was eager to get hold 
of this jeweled deer. He accordingly gave orders for all his 
huntsmen to go in search of the antelope, and he had the 
following proclamation made daily in the capital: [16] "A deer 
with golden skin and dappled as if with hundreds of jewels 
_ has been mentioned in reports and sighted by some. The king 
will reward the man who locates it with a fine village and no 
less than ten beautiful women.” 

Now, the man who had been rescued heard this proclama- 
tion over and over again. [17] When he took into account all the 
ills of poverty, he felt desperate, but at the same time he re- 
membered what a great service the antelope had done him. 
Torn between greed and gratitude, his mind was in the bai- 
ance as he thought first one thing then another. "What on 
earth am I to do?" he wondered. "Should I have an eye to 
virtue or to riches, cherish the favor done me or my family 
ties? Should I consider this world or the next? Should I fol- 
low those who set a good example or behave like everyone 
else? Should I seek my fortune or behave with the modesty 
that saintly people approve? Which am I to think of, the pres- 
ent or the future?" Then greed clouded his mind, and he 
thought: “If I acquired a large fortune, I could not only live 
comfortably myself but also treat my family, my friends, 
guests, and dependents properly and thereby gain happiness 
in the next life too." With this conviction he forgot about the 
great service done him by the antelope, gained access to the 
king, and said: "My lord, I know that extraordinary deer and 
= where it lives. So tell me whom should I show it to?" The 
king was delighted at what he heard and replied: "My dear 
fellow, show it to me in person.” The king put on suitable 
clothes for going out hunting, gathered a large body of troops 
around him, and left the capital. Guided by the man, he came 
to the banks of the river. He then surrounded the dense forest 
with his entire force, took up his bow and hand guard, and 
entered the jungle with a resolute and trusty escort and with 
the man still acting as guide. The man then caught sight of 
the antelope standing there without suspicion, and showed it 


26 ' 


181 


26°18 


182 


to the king. “Here it is, my lord, this fabulous deer. Look at 
it, my lord, and take care.” (18) Then, as he raised his arm to 
point out the deer, his hand dropped from his wrist as though 
severed by a sword. [19] If one makes an attempt on such a 
creature, sanctified as it is by exceptional deeds, the conse- 
quences develop rapidly, and, if there is within one only a 
feeble counterpoise of good, retribution comes at once. 

The king, in his anxiety to get a glimpse of the antelope, 
cast his eyes in the direction indicated by the man. [20] And in 
the forest, dark as a fresh rain cloud, he saw a form radiant 
with the splendor of a hoard of jewels—the deer, dear on 
account of his good qualities, like a flash of lightning in that 
cloudlike thicket. [21] Its radiant body impressed the king 
deeply, and he longed to get possession of that animal. Fixing 


an arrow so that it bit into the bowstring, he advanced toward | 


the deer, with the intention of shooting it. 


Meanwhile the Bodhisattva had heard people making a | 


noise all around him, and concluded that he must be entirely 


surrounded. He then noticed the king advancing to shoot - 
him, and knew he had no chance of escape. So he addressed 
the king in human language, clearly articulating his words. [22] | 
"Stop a moment, your highness! Do not hit me, paragon | 
among men. Please satisfy my curiosity first: [23] who was it | 


who told you where I was to be found, living happily in the 
unpeopled jungle?" 

That the deer should use human speech left the king even 
more amazed, and he pointed out the man with the tip of his 


arrow, saying: “There is the man who has shown us this mar- - 
vel of marvels.” The Bodhisattva recognized him and said re- | 
proachfully: “Poor wretch, [24] how true the saying is that one : 
does better to haul a log than an ungrateful man out of a | 


torrent. [25] So this is how my efforts are rewarded. Can't he see 
that he is ruining his own chances of happiness?" 
The king began to wonder about the reason for these com- 


plaints and, in some alarm, said to the antelope: [26] "I shud- : 
der to hear you make these reproaches without any dis- : 
cernible reason. Your meaning escapes me. [27] So tell me, © 
marvelous beast, whom are you referring to when you talk in | 


this way? Is it a man or a demon, a bird or a beast?" [28] "Your 
majesty,” replied the Bodhisattva, “it is not that I want to 
blame him, but, when I realized he had behaved contempt- 
ibly, I spoke as sharply as I did in the hopes that he would 
resolve never to do so again. [29] For who wants to sprinkle salt 
on a wound by speaking harshly to those who have erred? 
Yet, when his son falls ill, a doctor will apply whatever rem- 
. edy is necessary, however much he loves him. (30) He whom I, 
in my pity, rescued as he was being carried away by the pow- 
erful river current—he is the cause of the peril I now face 
myself, dear sovereign. Certainly, no good comes of mixing 
with bad people." 

The king gave the man a sharp look, and his features hard- 
ened with menace as he asked: "Is it true, you wretch, that 
this deer rescued you once when you were in distress?" The 
man was overcome with terror and abject despair. He broke 
out into a sweat, changed color, and faltered out in shame: 
"Its true.” "Shame on you!” said the king in a threatening 
tone and, putting an arrow to his bow, went on: "This really 
wont do— 131] anyone whose heart is not softened when such 
efforts are made on his behalf is an open disgrace to his fellow 
_ men. What right has such a mean specimen to go on living?" 
With these words he tightened his grip and drew his bow to 
kill the man. But the Bodhisattva, disturbed at heart by a feel- 
ing of great pity, intervened and said: "Stop, your highness! 
Do not strike one who is already stricken. [32] The moment he 
succumbed to the enticements of that enemy Greed, in all 
their vileness, he was as surely doomed in this world by for- 
feiting his good name as he was in the next by canceling out 
his good works. [33] It is when their minds are steeped in un- 
_ bearable misery that men—attracted by the prospect of great 
gain as silly moths are attracted by the light of a lamp—take 
to evil ways. [34] Therefore feel pity, not anger, for him. And 
whatever it was he hoped to gain by acting as he did, grant it, 
so that his desperate attempt may not prove fruitless—for, 
see, I bow my head and await your command" 

This mercy toward the man who had wronged him, this 
genuine desire that he should have some reward, filled the 
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king with amazement and won him over. Looking at the mar- 
velous antelope with great respect, he said: "Excellent! excel- 
lent! you blessed creature. [35] Such compassion for one who 
openly threatened you with grievous harm shows true hu- 
manity: we are men only in outward appearance. [36] However, 
since you think this rascal deserves pity, and since it is thanks 
to him that I have seen a saintly being, I grant him the wealth 
he desired, and I grant to you free passage throughout this 
realm.” “I accept this royal favor,” said the antelope. "It is not 
given in vain. But first say what I can do for you, so that your 
coming here may be of some profit to you.” 

The king, treating him as his mentor, then made the ante- 
lope mount the royal chariot, and brought him with great 
pomp to his capital and, after showing him due hospitality, 
seated him on his royal throne. Then, with his wives and a 
group of ministers gathered around him, the king asked 
about the Law, giving the antelope a kind look which showed 
both love and respect: [37] "People differ greatly in their notions 
about the Law, whereas you are quite clear about it. So please 
explain it to us.” Whereupon the Bodhisattva explained the 
Law to the king and his court in language whose words were 
clear, pleasant, and well chosen. [38] "It can be defined as re- 
fraining from doing injury, from theft, and so on, and there 
are three ways of putting it into practice, but compassion to 
living creatures is, I think, the quintessence of the Law. Just 
think, your majesty— 139) if one felt the same compassion for 
others as one does for oneself or one's family, who would 
there be so evil-hearted as to desire what is contrary to the 
Law. [40] But, because they lack compassion, people go com- 
pletely wrong in the way they think, talk, and behave toward 
their own family as well as toward other people. (41) For this 
reason, whoever wants to follow the Law should not neglect 
compassion, from which spring all the good things that one 
wants, since it produces virtues as a good rainfall does crops. 
[42] Once compassion enters the heart, one loses any impulse 
to harm others. And when the heart is pure, neither word nor 
deed can go awry. In fact, a man's pleasure in doing good to 
others springs from love, and as it grows it gives birth to 


other good qualities, such as generosity and patience, which 
make for a fine reputation. [43] Because he is calm, the compas- 
sionate man does not make other people anxious. And, since 
he is compassionate, everyone is ready to trust him as one of 
the family. No disturbing emotion takes hold of a heart made 
firm by compassion. For the flames of anger cannot burn in a 
mind bathed by the waters of compassion. [44] This is why the 
wise, who do not waver in their compassion, believe that it is 
the essence of the Law. And, indeed, is there a virtue that 
good people cherish which does not follow on from com- 
passion? Therefore treat people with the same intense 
compassion as you would show to your son or to yourself. 
Capture people's hearts by your good behavior and thereby 
magnify your royal dignity." 

The king applauded these words of the antelope and, to- 
gether with his subjects, townsmen and countrymen alike, 
become devoted to the Law. He also granted safety to all 
beasts and birds. 

So, then— it is other people's suffering that makes good 
people suffer: it is that which they cannot endure, not their 
own suffering. 
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The King of the Monkeys 


HOSEWHOMAKEAPRACTICEOF GOOD 
behavior can win over the hearts even of their enemies. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was once king of a 
tribe of monkeys in a beautiful vale of the Himalaya. The 
ground there was covered with a profusion of plants, each 
with its own special properties and efficacy, and trees in their 
hundreds spread their branches, decked with all sorts of 
flowers, fruits, buds, and foliage. Through the vale flowed a 
torrent of clear water like slivers of crystal. And the air re- 
sounded with the various calls of birds as they flocked 
together. Though the Bodhisattva was only a monkey, renun- 
ciation and compassion were a habit with him, and con- 
sequently such things as jealousy, selfishness, and cruelty 
never entered his mind, as though prevented from doing so 
by his devotion to their opposites. He lived in a huge banyan 
tree, which scraped the sky like a mountain peak and seemed 
to lord it over the forest. The dense foliage of its branches 
spread darkness like a mass of clouds, and its boughs were 
always bending under luscious fruit, much larger than palm 
nuts, of a delicious sweetness and with lovely scent and color. 
[1] The good, even when reduced to the status of animals, still 
have a residue of good fortune which can be a source of hap- 
piness; like the possessions that people leave behind when 
they go abroad, it can be of use to their friends. 

Now one branch of this tree hung over a river that flowed 
nearby. And, being farsighted, the Bodhisattva had been care- 
ful to warn his troop of monkeys that, unless that particular 
branch of the banyan tree were kept free of fruit, there would 
be no fruit at all for any of them to enjoy. They did as he said, 
but once it happened that the monkeys failed to notice a fruit 








that, being newly formed, was not very big and was concealed 
by a leaf which some ants had curled over. Gradually the fruit 
grew, took on color and scent, and became soft and juicy. 
When it was completely ripe, it came loose from its stalk and 
dropped into the river. It was duly borne downstream until it 
caught against a screen of netting behind which a king was 
disporting himself with his ladies in the waters of the river. [2] 
As the deliciously fragrant aroma of the fruit spread, it 
smothered even the heady combination of the strong drink, 
garlands, and perfumes of the women. [3] They were instantly 
intoxicated by it and narrowed their eyes as they inhaled it 
deeply. Then they darted eager looks in every direction. And 
as they glanced around keenly, they noticed the banyan fig, 
which was bigger than a fully ripened palm nut, stuck to the 
screen of netting. It caught the eye of the king as well, and 
they all wondered what it was. The king had someone fetch 
the fruit and, after reliable doctors had examined it, tasted it 
himself. (4) He was amazed by its wonderful flavor, as one is by 
the feeling of wonder that grips one during a play.! [5] He mar- 
veled at its unique color and scent, but its taste sent him into 
an ecstasy of astonishment. Though he was used to eating 
things with a sweet taste, the king, in his passionate addiction 
to the taste of this fruit, thought: 16) "If one cannot enjoy this 
fruit, how can one enjoy the fruits of being king? Anyone 
who has this to eat is a king indeed and without the cares of 
being king" He made up his mind that he would find out 
where it came from, and, by reasoning with himself, he de- 
duced that the special tree from which the fruit had come 
was obviously not very far away and somewhere on the banks 
of the river. For neither the fruit's color nor its scent or flavor 
had been spoiled. Nor was it damaged or decaying. So it 
could not have been in contact with the water for long. 
Therefore the king felt sure that one could trace its source. 
Drawn on by his yearning for a taste of that fruit, he aban- 
doned his water sports, took proper precautions for the 
safety of his capital, and set out along the river with a large 
| escort of troops equipped for an expedition. As he gradually 
cleared his way through the thick jungle which teemed with 
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wild beasts, he enjoyed a variety of experiences—seeing for- 
ests of great natural beauty and scaring away the wild animals 
with the noise of kettledrums—until eventually he reached 
the tree in a spot all but inaccessible to humans. (7) From afar 
it looked to the king like a mass of clouds weighed down with 
water. Though there was a mountain nearby, it seemed like a 
mountain itself. This lord of the forest was looked up to by 
the other trees as though indeed it were their king. It exuded 
a heady and pervasive scent that smelled sweeter than ripe 
mangoes and that seemed to be coming out to welcome him. 
He was sure that this was the tree, and he went up to it. Then 
he saw that its branches were full of monkeys— several hun- 
dred of them—busily devouring the fruit. The sight of them 
robbing him of the objects of his desire incensed him. "Kill 
them, kill them!" he commanded his men in a harsh voice. 
“Destroy them, do away with every one of these vile mon- 
keys.” The king’s men fitted arrows to their taut bows and 
threatened the monkeys loudly, while others, with clods of 
earth, sticks, and weapons at the ready, advanced on the tree 
as though intent on assaulting an enemy stronghold. 

Now the Bodhisattva had seen the king's forces streaming 
forward in a tumult, like the waters of the sea stirred up by a 
gale, and making a confused and restless din. He saw the 
great tree smothered on all sides with a hail of arrows, clods, 
and sticks, like a shower of thunderbolts. And when he saw 
the tribe of monkeys unable to do more than give hoarse 
screams of panic, as they looked up at him with desperation 
in their strained faces, he felt a great surge of pity in his heart. 
Being himself free from despair, anxiety, or fear, he rallied the 
troop of monkeys and set his mind on rescuing them. So he 
climbed to the top of the tree, with the intention of leaping 
across to the mountainside nearby. Now although it took sev- 
eral leaps to reach, the Great Being, by virtue of his extraor- 
dinary power, sailed up to the mountain slope like a bird. [8] 
Even in two leaps other monkeys could not have spanned it, 
but he boldly crossed the gap in one swift bound, as though 
it were a mere nothing. [9] Pity strengthened his resolve, and 
courage gave it edge. He made a special effort, so intense that 





he got there in a moment. Climbing to a higher spot on the 
mountainside, he found a tall cane, full-grown and sturdy, 
deeply and immovably rooted, which was longer than the gap 
between the tree and the mountainside. He fastened the top 
of it tightly to his feet, then jumped back to the tree. But 
because the gap was wide and because he was hampered by 
having his feet tied, the Great Being only just caught hold of 
the tip of a branch of the tree with his hands. (10) Then, cling- 
ing fast to the branch, he tautened the cane with an effort 
and, with a recognized signal, ordered the troop of monkeys 
to leave the tree immediately. The moment they found a way 
of escape, the panic-stricken monkeys made a wild rush for 
it and, without worrying about stepping on their leader, eas- 
ily got away along the cane. [11] Asa result of being incessantly 
trampled by the panic-stricken monkeys, the Great Being's 
body lost some of its flesh, but his heart lost none of its ex- 
ceptional endurance. 

At the sight of this, the king and his men were overcome 
with utter amazement. [12] Simply to hear of such wisdom and 
courage, such selfless concern for others, let alone to witness 
it with one's own eyes, is enough to arouse one's wonder. The 
king then gave his men the following orders: “This monkey 
king has had his body bruised and battered by the feet of that 
band of monkeys in their blind panic. Clearly he must be 
absolutely exhausted from staying in that one position for so 
long, and he cannot extricate himself from it on his own. So 
be quick and spread a cloth sheet underneath him, then with 
two arrows shoot down the cane and the banyan branch si- 
multaneously" The men did as he told them, and the king 
had the monkey gently lifted off the sheet and placed on a 
soft couch. As a result of exhaustion and pain from his 
wounds, a stupor invaded his senses. Clarified butter and 
other salves for alleviating fresh wounds were applied, and 
the pain abated. When the monkey revived, the king ap- 
proached and, with mixed feelings of curiosity, amazement, 
and respect, first asked him how he was, then said: (13) "With- 
out a thought for your own life, you made yourself into a 
bridge for these monkeys and saved them. What are you to 
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them? What are they to you? [14] If I am fit to hear it, then tell 
me this, my lord monkey. To be able to do such a thing, one’s 
heart must be bound by no mean friendship.” 

The Bodhisattva, wishing to show honor to the king in 
return for his readiness to be of help, made himself known in 
an agreeable manner, saying: [15] "These monkeys, who are 
prompt to act on my orders, charged me with the burden of 
kingship, while I, who am attached to them as though they 
were my children, undertook to bear it. {16} This, your royal 
highness, is the kind of relationship that exists between them 
and me. It has grown over a long period, and, as a result of 
our living together, the friendly feeling that exists between 
animals of the same species has developed into a genuine 
affinity.” The king was truly amazed when he heard this, and 
he continued: (17) "Ministers and others exist for the king, not 
the king for them. Why, then, did you sacrifice yourself for 
the sake of your own servants?” “Your highness,” answered 
the Bodhisattva, “although political science proceeds on that 
assumption, I find it difficult to comply. [18] Itis extremely hard 
to disregard someone who is in unbearably serious difficulty, 
even if he is unknown to you. How much more is this so in 
the case of people who tender their hearts’ devotion and have 
become as dear to you as relatives. [19] So when I saw the mon- 
keys getting more and more desperate in their wretched pre- 
dicament, I was instantly overwhelmed with sorrow, which 
left no room for any personal considerations. [20] At the sight 
of bows being bent and of sharp arrows shooting out, I 
quickly jumped off the tree over to the mountain, shutting 
out of my mind the terrible twang of the bowstrings. [21] But I 
was drawn back by the thought of my comrades, who were 
overcome with acute terror. There was a remarkably tall cane 
with strong roots. This I tied to my feet. (22) Then I leaped from 
the mountain back to the tree, to rescue my comrades, and 
just caught hold of the tip of a branch, which stretched out 
like a hand to catch me. [23] Then, by means of my body, held 
taut between the cane and the tip of the branch, my com- 
rades, without a scruple about stepping on me, got away 
safely." 


That the Great Being should be full of joy even in his pres- 
ent condition surprised the king greatly, and he questioned 
the monkey further: (24] "Sir, what good have you gained by 
disdaining your own happiness and taking upon yourself the 
misfortune that befalls others?" The Bodhisattva replied: (25) 
“Your highness, though my body be shattered, yet my spirit 
has attained perfect well-being, inasmuch as I have relieved 


. the distress of my subjects whom I have ruled for so long. (261 


Just as heroes who have conquered their proud foes in battle 
bear the distinguished marks of their valor on their bodies 
like a badge, so I gladly bear this pain. [27] Now I have repaid 
the debt I owe for the whole series of blessings I have enjoyed 
as king over my fellow creatures, who have treated me not 
only with courtesy and kindness but with devotion also. (28] 
That is why it is no torment to me to suffer pain, to be sepa- 
rated from my friends, or to forgo happiness. And now that 
death draws near as a consequence of what I have done, it is 
like the eve of a festival. (29) Requital of former services, satis- 
faction for myself, calming of anxiety, and a spotless reputa- 
tion; respect from a king, calmness in the face of death, and a 
feeling of gratitude among the worthy— 130) these are the ben- 
efits I have gained by my suffering, O you who are a roosting 
place for virtue. But the king who shows no concern for his 
dependents will meet with the reverse of these. (31) A king de- 
void of good qualities and who has ruined his reputation and 
become a familiar haunt of vice can surely expect no fate 
other than the flaming fires of hell. [32] That is why I have dem- 
onstrated, to you whose own power is far-reaching, the power 
inherent in good and evil. Therefore govern your kingdom 
with justice and remember: fortune is as fickle in her favors 
as any woman. [33] Beasts of burden, army, country people, 
townsmen, ministers, the helpless poor, monks, and brah- 
mins—the king should, like a father, endeavor to procure for 
them alla fruitful happiness. (34) By increasing your merit, your 
wealth, and your fame in this way, you will earn happiness 
both in this life and in the next. Therefore, lord of men, may 
your reign be marked by the glory of the royal sages of old, 
which is achieved by showing compassion to your subjects.” 
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2LP85 [35] After delivering these precepts to the king, who, like a 
pupil, received them with devout attention and respect, the 
Bodhisattva left his body, which was paralyzed with over- 
powering pain, and went to heaven. 

So, then—those who make a practice of good behavior 
can win over the hearts even of their enemies. With this in 
mind, he who wants to win people over completely should 
follow the ways of the good. 
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Ksantivadin 


HOSE WHO HAVE MADE FORBEARANCE 
part of their nature and have great powers of judgment can 
endure anything. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva once came to the 
conclusion that worldly life, because it is beset with pettiness, 
leaves little room for matters of the spirit. It seemed to him 
that living in society involves one in endless trouble and nui- 
sance. Nor is it conducive to a tranquil state of mind, as one 
tends to concentrate purely on the material and sensual. Be- 
sides, one is exposed to the taints of passion, hatred, delu- 
sion, impatience, anger, arrogance, pride, selfishness, and 
other sins. Worldly life undermines one’s sense of shame, 
one’s awareness of what is right, and instead serves as a 
breeding ground for greed and caprice. On the other hand, 
he regarded the homeless life of a wanderer as something 
blessedly free from all these ills, because it does away with 
possessions and things of the senses. He therefore became an 
ascetic, noted for his integrity, his learning, his serenity, mod- 
esty, and self-possession. Because he never faltered in his vow 
of forbearance, was always preaching that virtue, and had a 
way of teaching the Law in the light of it, people disregarded 
his real name and that of his family and invented the suitable 
nickname Ksantivadin—Preacher of Forbearance. [1] Any 
outstanding achievement, be it in power, knowledge, or pen- 
ance, any extravagant devotion to the arts, any quirk of 
speech, physical peculiarity, or mannerism can earn a man a 
nickname. [2] So it was with him. Knowing what power there 
is in the virtue of forbearance and wishing to instill it into 
others, he used to discourse on the topic constantly and, as a 
result came to be known as Ksantivadin. (3) The great forbear- 
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ance that was part of his nature and that remained unaltered 


when others wronged him, together with the remarkable ser- - 


mons he gave on the subject, earned him the reputation of a 
saint. 

The Noble One lived in a delightfully secluded area of for- 
est. With its abundance of fruit and flowers all the year round 
and with its pellucid lake adorned with white lotuses and 
blue water lilies, it was like a lovely park. And by residing 
there he endowed the place with the sanctity of a hermitage. 
[4] For, wherever a holy man of outstanding character chooses 
to settle, the place becomes auspicious and delightful—it be- 
comes an object of pilgrimage, a hermitage. The various for- 
est deities who lived there revered him, and people seeking 
salvation, lovers of virtue, visited him constantly. And he 
gratified the gathered crowd by giving sermons on the sub- 
ject of forbearance, which were a delight both to their ears 
and to their hearts. 

One day the king of those parts! thought he would like to 
have a water party—a particularly attractive idea since it was 
the height of summer—and with the ladies of his court he 
went to that same part of the forest, which had all the quali- 
ties of a park. [5] Crowded with court beauties, the forest 
looked as lovely as Nandana, the garden of the gods, but the 
king seemed to embellish it further as he strolled through it, 
amusing himself with that gorgeous bevy of wantons. [6] In 
pavilions and bowers, under trees bright with flowers, and in 
the water where the lotuses were wide open, he delighted in 
the spontaneous exuberance of the women. |7) With a smile 
he watched how gracefully some reacted in their alarm at the 
bees who were confused by the fragrance of their garlands, 
their intoxicating drinks, their scented water and ointments. 
[8] Though their ears were adorned with flowers of fresh 
beauty, and though their hair was wreathed with many a gar- 
land, the women were no more sated with flowers than the 
king was with their graceful movements. (9) He watched how 
the young women's eyes settled first on the pavilions, then 
lingered over the clusters of lotuses, then hovered like bees 














about the flowering trees. (10) Even the bold mating calls of the 
cuckoos, the dancing of the peacocks, and the hum of the 
bees were outshone by the chatter, the dancing, and the sing- 
ing of those women. [11] The royal drums sounded like the dull 
rumble of thunderclouds and roused the peacocks to scream 
and fan out their tails? they looked like actors practicing 
their art in the service of their king. 

In the company of his women the king thoroughly enjoyed 
his outing to this park. But the never-ending round of amuse- 
ments had made him weary, and he was feeling the effects of 
drink. So he lay down on a magnificent couch in a beautiful 
pavilion and surrendered to sleep. 

When the women noticed that the king was otherwise oc- 
cupied, they set off together in friendly groups, since the 
beauties of the forest had captured their hearts and they had 
not yet seen enough of it. As they rambled about with typical 
restlessness, the confused jangle of their jewelery mixed with 
the sound of their chatter. (12) Behind them came their maids, 
bearing the umbrella, fly whisk, throne, and other insignia of 
royalty, all brightly decorated with gilt. (13) Deaf to their maids’ 
protestations, the women rushed up and greedily picked 
from the trees any blossom that was within easy reach, and 
the tender shoots as well. (14) Though they themselves were 
covered in flowers woven into wreaths and ornaments, if they 
encountered on their way a bush with pretty flowers or a tree 
with trembling buds, they could not pass it by without greed- 
ily stripping it. 

Now, as the royal ladies wandered through the forest, cap- 
tivated by its natural beauty, they came upon Ksantivadin's 
hermitage. Those in charge of the women, though aware of 
the saint's holiness and of the power he had acquired by his 
austerity, nevertheless dared not prevent them from ap- 
proaching him, because the king liked to indulge their 
whims. Besides, the women were by now out of reach. It was 
as though they were drawn by the beauty of the hermitage, 
which was further enhanced by its aura of magic power. And 
no sooner did they enter it than they saw the great saint sit- 
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ting cross-legged at the foot of a tree. His expression was 


calm and gentle but of such extreme profundity that he was - 


hard to approach. He seemed positively ablaze with the radi- 
ance that came from his austere life? Through constant med- 
itation he contemplated the highest objects and yet had that 
beauty in repose which is a sign that the senses are unruffled. 
He was, in fact, like an embodiment of the Law, a blessed and 
auspicious sight. 

The king's women felt the power that he had acquired by 
his austerity pervading their whole being, and, the moment 
they saw him, all frivolity, playfulness, and arrogance 
dropped away. They approached with proper humility and 
attended upon him reverently, while he greeted them, made 
them welcome, and gave them as good a reception as any 
guest could wish. Then, as their enquiries about religion gave 
him the opportunity, he entertained his guests with a reli- 
gious address whose point women could easily grasp, illus- 
trating it with plenty of examples. 

[15] "Anyone born in the human condition—which is not to 
be despised—who is of sound constitution and has acute 
senses, who, though death inevitably awaits him, is yet so 
feckless that he fails to do a good deed every day, must be 
under some misconception. [16] A man may have a good 
pedigree; he may be handsome and in the prime of life; he 
may be extremely powerful or prosperous. But to secure hap- 
piness in the next life none of these avail: he must also have 
perfected himself in such virtues as generosity and integrity. 
[17] Even without a good pedigree and other advantages, a man 
has only to refrain from evil and to possess those virtues of 
generosity and integrity for happiness to be his in the next 
life, as surely as rivers flow into the sea in the rainy season. [18] 
A gold chain only shows that one is rich. The true ornament 
in this present life, of one who is wellborn, handsome, in the 
prime of life, exceptionally powerful or wealthy, is a regard 
for virtue. [19] Trees are adorned with blossom, low-hanging 
rain clouds with streaks of lightning, lakes with lotuses and 
their drunken bees, and human beings with virtues that have 























been brought to perfection. (20) Whether it be health, age, 
wealth, beauty or birth, three different degrees can be distin- 
guished: high, low, and middling. This threefold distinction 
is by no means due to a person's natural disposition, nor to 
outside influences, but rather to how he has behaved in the 
past. (21) Once one has realized that this is the immutable law 
of existence and that life is transient and prone to decay, one 
should desist from evil and feel disposed to do good. This is 
the path to fame and happiness. [22 On the other hand, a cor- 
rupt heart acts like a fire, burning up both one's own and 
other people's good completely. If, therefore, one is afraid of 
evil, one should take pains to avoid such corruption, by cul- 
tivating its opposite. [23] Just as a fire, however fierce, is 
quenched when it meets a large river brimful of water, so a 
raging heart grows calm if one inclines to forbearance, that 
mainstay in this life and the next. [24] Practice forbearance and 
you will avoid evil by cutting it off at the root. The result will 
be that you arouse no ill feeling because of your friendly dis- 


position. You will be loved and honored for it and thereby 
| win happiness. Finally you will enter heaven as though it 
| were your own home—all because of your attachment to vir- 


tue. And what is more, dear ladies, this quality of forbearance 


|. is [25] the crowning glory of a fine character, the full flowering 


of virtue and good reputation. It is purification effected with- 
out contact with water, great riches attained by a host of dif- 
ferent virtues. [26] It is the pleasing imperturbability of the 
stouthearted that ever remains impervious to the affronts of 
others. That which goes by the fair name of Forbearance is 
the result of special qualities. It is imbued with compassion 
and benefits everyone. [27] Forbearance is the distinguishing 
mark of the powerful, the culminating strength of ascetics. A 
torrent of rain on the raging fire of malice, forbearance allays 
all ills in this life and the next. (28) The shafts of abuse hurled 
by the wicked are blunted by the armor of forbearance worn 
by the good. Mostly they turn into flowers of praise and be- 
come part of the garland that celebrates their good name. [29] 
They say forbearance destroys the delusion that is at odds 
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with the Law and that it is also a fine means of attaining 


salvation. Who, then, would choose not to persevere in for- 


bearance, which invariably conduces to happiness?” 

Such was the sermon with which the Great One enter- 
tained the ladies. 

Meanwhile the king had slept off his weariness and 
awoken. His eyes were heavy with the lingering effects of 
drink. His thoughts turned to lovemaking, and he frowningly 
asked the chambermaids where the royal ladies had got to. 
The maids told him that they were now gracing another part 
of the forest and were admiring its splendors. On hearing 
this, the king was eager to watch the ladies at their ease, 
laughing, chatting, playing, and disporting themselves with- 
out constraint. So he rose from his couch and wandered off 
through the forest with young women carrying his parasol, 
his fly whisk, his fan, his shawl, and his sword. In his train 
came those attached to the women’s appartments, dressed in 
their tunics and holding their canes of office. The trail that 
the young ladies had made in their wayward ramblings was 
strewn with all sorts of flowers, sprays of blossom, and twigs 
and was picked out with the red juice of chewed betel. By 
following it, the king came to the hermitage. But the moment 
he set eyes on Ksantivadin, that noble sage, surrounded by 
the royal harem, he became extremely angry, partly out of 
hatred, because he had long borne a grudge against him, and 
partly because his brain was fuddled with drink and his 
thoughts were warped by jealousy. And as he was completely 
lacking in calm judgment, his good breeding and refined 
manners vanished as his vile temper got the better of him. He 
broke into a sweat, grew pale, and started to tremble. Under 
a frowning brow his eyes squinted, rolled, stared, and became 
bloodshot. His charm and good looks disappeared as he 
wrung his hands, crushing together the rings on his fingers 
and shaking his golden bracelets. Then, hurling abuse at the 
great sage, he said something to this effect: “Huh! (30) Who 
dares to affront our majesty by setting eyes on our royal la- 
dies? Who is this sly seducer masquerading as a holy man?” 

At this the eunuchs grew alarmed and said to the king: 














"Your majesty, please, please don't. This is the holy man 
Ksantivadin who has purified his soul with a long course of 
vows, restraints, and penances.” But because his mind was 
disturbed, the king took no notice of what they said, and he 
continued: “Good heavens! [31] How long have people been 
taken in by the hypocrisy of this twisted character who gives 
himself out to be no ordinary ascetic! Let me be the one to 
expose the man's deceitful nature, full of guile and duplicity, 
which he conceals behind the garb of an ascetic.” So saying, 
he snatched his sword from the hand of the female attendant 
who was carrying it and advanced upon the holy saint as 
though he were an enemy whom he was determined to kill. 
The royal ladies had been informed by their attendants 
that the king was coming. But when they saw that his gentle 
mood had been dispelled by anger, they grew sad at heart. 
Their eyes flickered with distress and agitation, as they stood 
up and took leave of the great sage. Then they went to meet 
the king, lifting their cupped hands to their faces in homage. 
They looked like lotuses in autumn with their buds bursting 
out from the sheath. [32) But neither their respectful attitude, 
nor their charm, nor their gentle manners availed to calm his 
mind, which was enflamed with anger. His violent change of 
mood was apparent in his rough bearing as, with a fixed 
scowl and with his sword at the ready, he advanced upon the 
holy man. Seeing him do so, the court ladies grasped at this 
last opportunity to plead, gathered around him, and said: 
“Please, your majesty, please don't do anything rash. This is 
the blessed Ksantivadin.” But the king, in the wickedness of 
his heart, grew all the more angry, feeling sure that the man 
had already won their affection. His puckered brow and 
sharp, sidelong glances full of indignation were clear signs of 
menace that silenced their daring plea. In a rage he turned on 
those in charge of the womenfolk, and, shaking his head so 
that his earrings and the tassels of his crown trembled, he 
said, with a glance at the women: [33] "This man preaches for- 
bearance but does not practice it. As you see, he couldnt 
resist the desire to have contact with women. [34] His words are 
one thing, but his actions and his wicked thoughts are an- 


28 : 34 


199 


ZB eo) 


200 


other. What is this dissolute character doing sitting in a her- 
mitage, boldly trumpeting aloud his fraudulent vows?” The 
king was so intensely angry that his heart grew hard, and the 
court ladies found their request rejected. Since they knew 
how ferocious he could be, and how inflexible, their spirits 
sank into despair, and their superintendents, equally anxious 
and distressed, made signs with their hands to motion them 
away. Deeply sorry for the holy man, the ladies bowed their 
heads in shame and retired. 

(35] “It is our fault that this mild ascetic, blameless though 
he be, and famous for his virtues, has incurred the king’s 
displeasure. Who knows what quirky impulse he will follow, 
what course he will take? (36) Any injury the king may do to 
the holy man's body, already wasted by penance, would at the 
same time be a blow to his position as king, to the renown 
that accrues from it, and to our own innocent hearts.” Such 
was the lament of the royal ladies as they went away, helpless 
to do anything but sigh deeply and commiserate. The king 
went up to the saint and threatened him. In his blind fury, he 
drew his sword to cut him down with his own hand. But 
seeing the Great Being remain calm and impassive, maintain- 
ing a cool and unruffled composure even in the face of attack, 
the king, in an even greater passion, said to him: [37] "What a 
fine art this fellow has made of playing the monk: he even 
looks at me just as a holy man would, flaunting his hypoc- 
risy!” The Bodhisattva’s patience was so habitual that he re- 
mained unruffled. After the initial shock, he immediately re- 
alized, from this rude outburst, that it was a fit of anger that 
was making the king behave so unnaturally that he had 
dropped all semblance of politeness and good manners—and 
that he had lost the power to discern what was good for him 
and what was not. Feeling sorry for him, he tried to soothe 
him by speaking in earnest somewhat as follows: [38] “One 
meets with disrespectful behavior in life, and, since it may be 
part of one’s fate or even due to some fault of one’s own, I do 
not care about that. But I am sorry not to be giving you the 
usual welcome due to visitors—not even a greeting. Besides, 
your highness, [39] it is not fitting for someone such as you, 





intent on setting miscreants aright and working for the good 
of the world, to act in haste. You would do far better to reflect 
first. [40] A thing can seem bad though in fact it is good. 
Equally, something bad may appear otherwise. The right way 
to behave is not immediately obvious. First one must con- 
sider the various factors involved. (41) But if he reflects on what 
to do, arrives at the truth, and then proceeds in the proper 
manner according to the rules of statecraft, the king will se- 
cure great blessings, both spiritual and material, for his 
people and will not lack them himself. (42) You should there- 
fore purge your mind of rashness and devote yourself to work 
that will do you credit, because any unwonted breach of con- 
duct among persons of distinction causes great scandal. {43} 
Since you would not tolerate someone else behaving in a way 
that would disrupt the forces of good in this hermitage, pro- 
tected by the might of your arm, how can you yourself, the 
lord of the land, be ready to do something of which no decent 
person would approve? [44] If your women happened to come 
to my retreat together with their attendants, what fault could 
that be of mine to transform you with rage like this? [45] But 
just supposing it were my fault, it would, even so, become 
you better, my lord, to show forbearance in the matter, since 
forbearance is the greatest mark of distinction in a powerful 
man: it shows he can maintain his good qualities. [46] Noth- 
ing— neither dark-blue earrings whose glint plays upon the 
cheeks nor crest jewels of varied luster—can adorn kings so 
well as forbearance. So please do not disdain it. [47] Get rid of 
your impatience: it can never give solace. Cultivate patience 
instead, as you do your lands. For kings usually behave to- 
ward holy men with noble and tender respect." 

Despite the saint's conciliatory words, the king, his judg- 
ment still distorted, persisted in his false suspicions and re- 
plied: (48) "If you are not merely disguised as an ascetic and are 
set on keeping your vows of restraint, why are you begging 
me for safety on the pretext of a sermon on forbearance?" 
“Your highness,” said the Bodhisattva, “deign to hear why I 
have made the attempt. [49] It was to prevent you being branded 
as the murderer of an innocent brahmin ascetic and thereby 
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ruining your good name because of me. [50] All beings are 
doomed to die, in the natural order of things. So I am not 
frightened of dying, even as I look back on my life. [51] It was 
to prevent you from infringing the Law, which holds out the 
reward of happiness, that I commended forbearance to you 
as a sure means of attaining bliss. (52) I speak of forbearance 
with joy at having something so incomparable to offer: it is a 
rich source of other virtues and a sure defence against wrong- 
doing" But the king took no notice of the saint’s lofty 
words—kind and true though they were—and angrily inter- 
jected: “Now let us see how devoted you are to forbearance.” 
So saying, he aimed his sharp sword at the saint's right hand, 
which, with its long, delicate fingers upraised, was slightly 
outstretched in an attempt to restrain him, and he severed it 
from his arm as a lotus from its stalk. 

[53] Even with his right hand cut off, the Bodhisattva, keep- 
ing true to his vow of forbearance, felt less pain than sorrow 
as he envisaged the frightful and inexorable suffering in store 
for the pampered king who had cut it off. "Alas!" he thought. 
“He has gone beyond the point where he can still be helped 
and is no longer amenable to gentle persuasion.” He felt sorry 
for the king, as for a sick man deserted by his doctors, and 
kept silent. But the king continued his threats. (54) "Unless you 
give up your hypocritical austerities and this mischievous 
charlatanism, I shall go on hacking at your body till it finally 
succumbs.” But the Bodhisattva said nothing to him, know- 
ing that he could not be won over and that he was set in his 
obstinacy. The king then duly proceeded to lop off his other 
hand, both his arms, his ears and nose, and his feet. [55] But as 
the sharp sword fell upon his body, that perfect saint felt nei- 
ther grief nor anger: he knew full well that the mechanism of 
the body must have an end, and he was well used to exercis- 
ing forbearance toward people. [56] Even as he silently looked 
on while his body was hacked to pieces, his spirit remained 
unbroken in its constant forbearance. And, because of his 
kindly disposition, he felt no sorrow. But to see the king 
fallen from the path of virtue caused him anguish. [57] Compas- 
sionate souls, who have great powers of judgment, are not so 
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much troubled by the hardship they themselves experience 
as by that which befalls others. [58] But, the moment the king 
had committed his foul deed, he was attacked by a burning 
fever, and no sooner had he left the bounds of the wood than 
the earth gaped wide and swallowed him up. The ground 
opened up with a terrific noise and was ablaze with leaping 
flames. As the king sank into it, a great din arose on all sides, 
and the courtiers were shaken and bewildered. The king's 
ministers knew the great power of the saint's spiritual energy 
and realized that it was thanks to it that the king had sunk 
below ground. They became terribly afraid that the holy man 
would shortly burn up the whole country because of the 
king's crime. Accordingly they approached him, bowed low, 
and, with hands held out, begging his pardon, made an ap- 
peal: (59] “The king is quite thoughtless. He is the one who in 
his blindness has reduced you to your present state. Let him 
alone serve as fuel for the fire of your curse. Do not burn 
down this city. [60] Please do not burn the innocent people in 
it: the women and children, the old, the sick, the holy men 
and the poor. You are on the side of the good. So kindly pre- 
serve both the king's country and your own religious merit." 
The Bodhisattva reassured them, telling them to have no 
fears. [61] "As to him who has cut off my ears and nose, hands 
and feet with his sword—maiming an innocent being who 
lives in the forest — 162] how could someone such as I wish him 
any ill at all? Long live the king! And may no evil befall him. 
[63] A being oppressed with death, sickness, and sorrow, ob- 
sessed with greed and hate, eaten up by his own evil life, is 
someone who deserves pity. How could anyone be angry with 
such a person? [64] But were such a thing feasible, I would it 
were I who suffered retribution for the king’s crime, since the 
taste of suffering, however brief, is intolerably bitter for those 
who are accustomed to an easy life. [65] Now, as I cannot save 
the king who is ruining his own well-being in this way, why 
should I compensate for my own helplessness by harboring 
malice against him? (66] Quite apart from the king, every born 
creature has to suffer death and its concomitant ills. In such 
circumstances the really unendurable thing is the fact of 
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birth. Without that, what suffering can there be, and from 
what source? [67] Through countless eons this wretched body - 
has perished time and again in a long succession of lives. 
Why give up being patient now, simply because it has been 
maimed? It would be like giving up a precious jewel in ex- 
change for a piece of straw. [68] Living in the forest, keeping the 
vows of an ascetic, preaching forbearance, and soon to die, 
why should I want to lose my patience? So do not fear: I wish 
you well. Now go.” 

(69] In this way the saint instructed the ministers and at the 
same time initiated them as disciples in goodness. He himself 
remained resolute to the end, relying as he did on his forbear- 
ance. Then, leaving his earthly abode, he mounted up to 
heaven. 

So, then—those who have made forbearance part of their 
nature and have great powers of judgment can endure any- 
thing. 











The Inhabitant of Highest Heaven 


INC FPEDBIEEAPMEDSSOPSPALSEJBELTEEFARE 
so unspeakable, good men should feel a special sympathy for 
those who have fallen into such error. 

According to tradition, the Lord, when still a Bodhisattva, 
was at one time born in the highest heaven. This was the 
potent effect of good karma, accumulated by his constant 
practice of meditation. But he had been so used to showing 
pity in his previous births that even the great felicity of the 
highest heaven—the reward for his exceptional medita- 
tion— could not quell his urge to be of active help to others. 
[1] Sensual pleasures make people extremely uncaring, 
whereas the pleasures of meditation do not interfere with the 
desire, which good men have, to be of use to others. 

Now, on one occasion the Great One was gazing down at 
the sphere of the senses! that is plagued with endless woe and 
suffering and, with its elements of intense malice, cruelty, 
and sensuality, is a proper object of pity. There he saw the 
king of Videha? who was called Angadinna, astray in the 
jungle of false belief. This was due partly to his keeping bad 
company and partly to his chronically evil mentality. He had 
reached the conclusion that there is no otherworld and ques- 
tioned whether one's acts, good or bad, have any conse- 
quences. This put a stop to any desire to keep religious ob- 
servances and deterred him from cultivating such virtues as 
generosity and good behavior. He felt a growing contempt for 
the devout and, in his unbelief, had a scathing opinion of the 
religious codes. He was inclined to make fun of stories about 
the next life and showed scanty respect to monks and brah- 
mins, whom he treated with little honor or politeness. He 
devoted himself instead to sensual pleasures. [2] Once a man 
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has formed the conviction that good and bad deeds definitely 
have a pleasant or unpleasant outcome in the next life, he - 
will reject evil and strive for good, whereas the unbeliever is 
the sport of his desires. 

That the king should have succumbed to the fatal sin of 
apostasy, a source of endless misfortune to his people, filled 
the Great One, the divine sage, with compassion. In a blaze 
of light he descended from the highest heaven into the pres- 
ence of the king, who was titillating his senses in the seclu- 
sion of a beautiful pavilion. At the sight of him blazing like a 
mass of fire, shining like sheet lightning, and emitting in- 
tense brightness like a cluster of sunbeams, the king was 
overpowered by such radiant energy. In some alarm he rose 
to greet him, humbly joined his hands, and, looking up at 
him respectfully, said: [3] “Your lotus-like feet seem to rest on 
air as if on solid earth. You shine out with the radiance of the 
sun. Who are you, your lordship, that your appearance so 
gladdens the eye?” (4| “My lord king,” answered the Bodhi- 
sattva, "recognize in me one of those divine sages who, 
through intense concentration, have attained to the highest 
heaven, after subduing both love and hatred as one would 
subdue two proud enemy leaders in battle. At this the king 
welcomed him with kind words, then offered him hospitality 
with the ritual water and with water to wash his feet. Looking 
at the Bodhisattva with wonder, he said: "Great sage, your 
magic power is indeed miraculous: [5] without clinging to the 
walls of the palace, you walk about in the air as though on 
the ground. Tell me how you come to have this supernatural 
power, you who are as bright as a lightning flash" The Bo- 
dhisattva replied: (6] "Such an attainment as this, dear king, is 
the result of meditation, spotless integrity, and perfect re- 
straint of the senses—all of which I have made part of my 
nature in the course of other existences.” “Is it really true that 
there is another world?" asked the king. "Yes, there certainly 
is, your highness,” answered the visitor from heaven. “But, 
your holiness, how could I, too, believe in it?" asked the king. 
“Your highness,” replied the Bodhisattva, "it is a solid fact 
which can be recognized by applying the usual means of 


proof, such as direct perception, inference, and so on. Reli- 
able people have demonstrated what happens, and it can be 
certified by means of tests. Just look at [7] the heavens above, 
adorned with sun, moon, and stars, and at the many different 
species of animal. There you have another world before your 
very eyes. Do not allow yourself to be blinded by skepticism. 
[8] Besides, there are people, here and there, who, through 
intense meditation and a vivid memory, remember their pre- 
vious lives. This is another reason for inferring that there is a 
world beyond. And surely I myself provide evidence to prove 
it? [9] You may also deduce the existence of another world 
from the fact that a developed intellect presupposes the prior 
existence of that intellect. For the rudimentary intellect of 
the fetus is the direct continuation of the intellect in the pre- 
ceding life. [10] Now, intellectis defined as the perception of the 
knowable. Therefore, there must be a sphere in which intel- 
lect can operate from the very beginning of one's existence. 
But it cannot be in this world, owing to the absence of eyes 
and other sensory organs at the fetal stage. In effect, the place 
where it is to be found is that other world. [11] One can observe 
how children diverge from their parents in character, behave 
differently, and so on. As this is not accidental, it must owe 
something to the habits of other existences. (12) The fact that a 
newborn child, though his mental powers are unfocussed 
and his senses still inchoate, tries to suck the breast without 
being taught [13] shows that in other existences he has had to 
concern himself with how to get food, for practice makes 
perfect and increases one's ability to do various things. Now 
because you are unfamiliar with the notion of another world, 
you might object to this and say that [14] the way lotuses open 
and shut is surely a proof of their having practiced doing so 
in other existences—and that, if I do not accept this, then 
why do I claim that the instinct to suck the breast has its 
origin in efforts made in other lives? This obiection carries 
no weight once one realizes that in one case there is a neces- 
sity, in the other not, and that while one makes an effort, the 
other does not. [15] For the opening and shutting of lotuses it is 
evident that there is a fixed time. But this does not apply 
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to the effort to suck the breast. The lotus makes no effort; 


the suckling clearly does. It is the sun's power that makes the. 


lotus open. Thus it is, your majesty, that, after examining the 
evidence, one can believe in the existence of another world" 

Now the king, because of his deep-seated attachment to 
the claims of false doctrine, and because much evil had accu- 
mulated in him, felt uneasy when he heard this account of 
the other world and said: “Great sage, (16) if the other world is 
not just a child's bugbear, or if you think I ought to accept its 
existence, then lend me five hundred gold pieces now, and I 
will pay you back a thousand in the next world" 

The king’s ill-mannered quip, spoken with his usual care- 
less effrontery, was like a poisonous discharge from his false 
belief. But the Bodhisattva answered it in a truly fitting man- 
ner. [17] "Already in this world people who want to accumulate 
wealth certainly do not lend money to a bad man, to a glut- 
ton, to a bungler, or to a lazybones, for once their money gets 
into the hands of such a person, that spells their ruin. (18) But 
if they see someone who is calm and discreet and astute in 
business, they give such a person a loan without even both- 
ering about witnesses, for money entrusted to him brings 
prosperity. [19] Your highness, just such a procedure should be 
followed in the case of a loan to be redeemed in the next 
world. But there can be no question of lending money to you, 
who, because of the evil doctrine you hold, do not know how 
to behave. [20] For when you are cast into hell through your 
own vile deeds—all deriving from your sinful error—who 
then would come and press you to repay a thousand gold 
pieces as you lie there dazed and racked by pain? [21] There the 
skies are not bright with the rays of sun and moon but are 
veiled in dense darkness. Neither can one see the heavens 
adorned with clusters of stars, like a lake with full-blown 
lilies. (22) Thick gloom prevails in the afterworld ofunbelievers, 
and a wintry wind, which causes terrible pain as it pierces to 
the marrow. Who in his senses would enter there simply to 
retrieve some money? [23] Some wander endlessly in the bowels 
of hell amid thick darkness, murky with acrid fumes. Ham- 
pered by their trailing thongs and tatters, they howl with pain 





m — PE y lt Eam rotg n el m ————— ONERE CC c c — —— —— — o "— 2 n EE E n 


M A i nn ee 





as they stumble over each other. [24] Others rush around cease- 
lessly in the hell of blazing chaff, wearing their feet away. 
They long for release, but neither their suffering nor their life 
comes to an end. [25] Others are held fast by Yama’s? fierce 
henchmen, who, like woodcutters felling fresh timber, hack 
at their bodies and gleefully carve them up with their sharp, 
vicious knives. [26] Some suffer the agony of being flayed, then 
being completely stripped of their flesh so that they are left 
as mere skeletons. Yet, they do not die: their evil deeds keep 
them alive in the same way as those others who are chopped 
into pieces. [27] Others, with broad, flaming bits choking their 
mouths, submit to fiery-red harness and goad and endlessly 
draw blazing chariots across plains of molten iron. (28) Some 
get in the way of the mountains of Samghata* and are crushed 
to pieces. But though their bodies are pulverized by their on- 
rush, and despite great and unremitting suffering, they do 
not die until their evil karma comes to an end. [29] Others are 
put into flaming hot troughs where they are pounded by huge 
metal pestles, also ablaze. Yet, though this lasts a full five 
hundred years, they do not give up the breath of life. (30) Oth- 
ers are slit open on red-hot trees that look like coral but that 
bristle with blazing spikes of sharp iron. With bloodthirsty 
screams the demonic servants of Yama drag them around up- 
side down. [31] Others taste the fruit of their actions on large 
heaps of live coals, the color of molten gold, and are power- 
less to do anything but writhe and scream. (32) Others lie on 
the ground, which is fearsome with rings of flame, and have 
hundreds of sharp spikes stretched over their tongues. They 
shriek at the searing pain inflicted on their bodies. And it is 
then that they are convinced that another world does exist. [33] 
Some are wrapped in fiery copper bands and then boiled 
down in copper caldrons, while others are wounded by 
streams of sharp weapons and then have the skin stripped off 
their flesh by packs of ravening beasts. (34) Others, in their ex- 
haustion, enter the alkaline waters of the Vaitarani,? but these 
are as searing as flames to the touch and the flesh completely 
dissolves in it—but the breath of life, which is sustained by 
the force of their evil acts, does not. (35) Those who, suffering 
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agony from the heat, come to the hell of unclean corpses, as 
to a pool of water, undergo the unparalleled torment of hav- 
ing their bodies consumed to the bone by hundreds of 
worms. [36] Others are enveloped by flames, their bodies a con- 
tinuous blaze, going through the tortures of being burned 
alive. Like iron, they are subjected to fire but, preserved by 
their past deeds, do not turn to ash. [37] Some are slit open with 
flaming saws, others with sharp razors. Others groan in an- 
guish as their heads are smashed under the impact of ham- 
mers. Others are cooked over a smokeless fire, their bodies 
transfixed by broad skewers. Others are made to drink liquid 
copper, the color of glowing fire, and scream aloud. [38] Others 
are attacked by ferocious spotted dogs,$ who with sharp fangs 
strip the flesh from their bodies. Lean and lacerated they col- 
lapse, moaning in misery. [39] Such is the horrible suffering in 
the various hells. When your own deeds will have forced you 
to experience it for yourself, when you suffer agony and are 
overwhelmed with exhaustion and despair, who could possi- 
bly claim his debt from you then? [40] Who, I ask, would claim 
his debt from you as you wander helplessly amid copper cald- 
rons, whose leaping flames make them unapproachable and 
which seethe with the corpses of wicked people being sucked 
into the boiling mixture. (41] Or, when your body is tied down 
by blazing wedges of iron, to the ground that is red with 
smokeless fire, and when you weep pitifully as the flames 
consume you—who, I wonder, would claim his debt from 
you then? (42; Who would claim his debt at a time when you 
had met with humiliation, were subjected to great sufferings, 
and were incapable of giving even a reply? [43] Who could pos- 
sibly claim his debt in the next world, while you are being cut 
to shreds by a wintry wind, powerless even to moan, or howl- 
ing in a hundred agonies as your bones are torn apart? [44] Who 
would press you with a demand for money in the next world 
while you are being tortured by Yama's servants or else wri- 
thing in a fierce fire, or having your flesh and blood devoured 
by dogs and crows? [45] Besides, while you undergo various 
torments, such as being hit, cut to pieces, beaten and slashed, 
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burned, carved up, crushed, and split apart, how could you 
repay me your debt then?" 

Now when he heard this horrifying description of the dif- 
ferent hells, the king was conscience stricken and abandoned 
his false beliefs. Firmly convinced of the existence of another 
world, he bowed to the holy man and said: [46] “Now when I 
hear of the torments of hell my heart almost melts with fear. 
And yet I feel a burning anxiety about what is to become of 
me when I meet with them myself. (47) For I have been improv- 
ident and have followed evil ways, my wits fuddled by false 
doctrines. Now my sole recourse is your noble self: you are 
my last resort, my refuge, holy sage. [48] Since you have rid me 
of the darkness of error, as the rising sun banishes the dark- 
ness of night, so now, great sage, you must tell me the way in 
which I can avoid an evil fate after this life.” 

The Bodhisattva saw that the king had undergone a change 
of heart, that his false beliefs were now set right, and that he 
had become receptive to the Law. And, feeling sorry for him, 
he instructed him, as a father his son or as a teacher his pupil. 
(49) "When kings of old behaved like good pupils toward 
monks and brahmins by showing their love of virtue and 
were true to their own station by showing compassion for 
their subjects, they trod the glorious path to heaven. [50] There- 
fore, master your bad habits, which are extremely hard to 
master, overcome greediness, which is hard to overcome, and 
enter in splendor the city of the Lord of Heaven, with its 
golden gateway and blazing mass of jewels. [51] May the beliefs 
cherished by good people continue to appeal to you despite 
your long attachment to false views. What you must re- 
nounce is that commitment to evil preached by people who 
wish to ingratiate themselves with the ignorant, [52] for, now 
that your highness is ready to behave in a manner approved 
by the true doctrine, you have banished from your mind all 
harsh feeling toward virtue, and the very same moment you 
have set foot on the right road. [53] So use your money for 
virtuous ends and show compassion to people, which is both 
kind and to your own advantage. Continue to keep good con- 
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trol of your senses and conduct. That way you will meet with 
nothing unpleasant in the next world. (54) My lord king, let 
your rule blaze out with the splendor of your worthy deeds 
and earn the respect of good men. May its integrity give de- 
light. Use it for your own good and advantage, while at the 
same time relieving all creatures of distress, and thereby 
achieve fame. [55] Here you are in a chariot. Let respect for the 
virtuous be the driver, and your own body, begetting virtue, 
the chariot. Let tenderness be its axle, self-control and gen- 
erosity its wheels, and the devout wish to acquire merit its 
shafts. [56] Let your restrained senses be its horses, bridled with 
attentiveness. Make intelligence the whip, and the whole 
range of sacred learning the weaponry. Let modesty be the 
chariot’s trappings, humility its lovely rail, forbearance its 
yoke, and dexterity its motion, steadied by your willpower. [57] 
Curb harsh words, and it will go without creaking. Use pleas- 
ant language, and its sound will be deep and rumbling. Its 
joints will never come loose so long as there is no break in 
your self-restraint. Provided you shun the tortuous paths of 
evil, it will go straight. (58) With this vehicle that radiates 
awareness, whose flag is renown, whose lofty ensign is tran- 
quility—with compassion in its train, you will journey for 
the good of others as well as of yourself and never will you go 
to hell, dear king.” 

In this way the Great One dispeled the darkness of the 
king’s false beliefs with the bright beams of his words, and 
showed him the way to bliss. Thereupon he disappeared. And 
the king, having now grasped the true facts about the next 
world, accepted the true doctrine wholeheartedly and, to- 
gether with his ministers and his subjects—from both town 
and country—devoted himself to charity, self-control, and 
restraint. 

So, then—since the evils of false belief are so unspeakable, 
good men should feel a special sympathy for those who have 
fallen into such error. 


The Elephant 
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fering as being of profit if it results in happiness for 
others. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was once a huge 
elephant. He lived in a forest that was the haunt of ele- 
phants—a beautiful place with the fresh green of magnificent 
trees whose tops could be descried, laden with fruit, blossom, 
and sprays of leaves. The ground was covered with all kinds 
of shrubs and grasses. Mountain and upland presided se- 
renely over this forest, as though captivated by its beauty. The 
place was a refuge for wild animals, and in it there was a 
broad, deep lake. A large desert, without trees, bushes, or 
water, isolated the forest, on every side, from human habita- 
tion. Here the Bodhisattva lived a solitary life. (1) Like an as- 
cetic, satisfying his needs with a leaf from a tree, a lotus stalk, 
and some water, he enjoyed peace and contentment. 

Now one day, as the Great Being was wandering at the 
borders of the forest, he heard the sound of human voices 
coming from the direction of the desert, and he wondered 
what this could possibly mean. In the first place, there was 
no road that passed that spot, leading elsewhere. Nor was it 
likely that people should have crossed such a large desert to 
go hunting, much less that they should have troubled to 
mount a major expedition to capture his fellow elephants. (2] 
Clearly these people were lost, their guides having missed the 
way, or else they must have been banished either at the angry 
whim of a king or owing to some misdemeanor of their own, 
[3] for the sound he heard was feeble, quite without joyful 
exuberance—in fact, full of distress, as though the people 
were actually weeping. 
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The Great Being decided he would find out straightaway 


who they were and, drawn on by a feeling of compassion, 


went in the direction from which the sound of human voices 
was coming. The moaning became more distinct, and he 
heard cries for help that had an unpleasant ring of despera- 
tion and hopelessness. The Great One hurried on, his heart 
moved by compassion. At the point where he came out of the 
jungle there were no trees or bushes, and so he had a wide 
view. He immediately caught sight of as many as seven hun- 
dred men coming in the direction of the forest. Hunger, 
thirst, and exhaustion had slowed them down, and they were 
crying out for help. The men also noticed the Great Being 
advancing in their direction like a peak of the Himalaya on 
the move, or a thick mist, or an autumn cloud driven toward 
them by a strong wind. In their despondent and miserable 
state they panicked at the sight, thinking that now at last they 
were done for. Yet they made no attempt to escape: hunger, 
thirst, and fatigue had so sapped their energies. [+] Over- 
whelmed with despair and afflicted with hunger, thirst, and 
fatigue, they made no attempt to escape, even when danger 
was imminent. The Bodhisattva realized they were fright- 
ened. “Don’t be afraid! Don't be afraid! You have nothing to 
fear from me,” he assured them, raising his trunk with its 
broad tip, soft and dark red, and drawing near. Then, with 
pity in his voice, he asked: "Who are you, sirs? And how do 
you come to be in this state? [5] Dust and exposure to the rays 
of the sun have turned you pale and gaunt. You are suffering 
from pain and exhaustion. Who are you, and why have you 
come here?" 

When they heard him speak in a human voice, assuring 
them they were safe and showing he was ready to be of help, 
the men took heart and, prostrating themselves, said: [6] "Lord 
of elephants, an outburst of stormy temper from our king 
has, before the very eyes of our grief-stricken relatives, 
whirled us away to this spot. {7} And yet we must still have 
some good luck left—Fortune must surely be favoring us— 
in that you have noticed us, you who are better than any 
friend or relative. [8] And we know, from the joy of seeing you, 





that our troubles are over, for who could fail to surmount 
difficulties once he had seen someone like you, if only in a 
dream?" 

Then that lordly elephant asked how many they were. [9] 
“Graceful creature,” replied the men, "there were a thousand 
of us abandoned here by the king, but since then many, never 
having experienced hardship before, have perished—victims 
of hunger, thirst, and grief. (10) Now there must be seven hun- 
dred men left, sinking slowly into the jaws of death. To these 
you have appeared as an embodiment of Relief" 

On hearing this, the Great Being was moved to tears, with 
his usual compassion, and, feeling sorry for them, he spoke 
with earnestness, somewhat as follows: (11) “Alas! That king 
certainly does not have a tender conscience: he is quite 
shameless and unconcerned about the next life. Oh! How 
blind to their own good people are, once they are hypnotized 
by the splendor of being king, which lasts no longer than a 
flash of lightning. 112) He is, I suppose, unaware of how near 
death is, or else he pays no heed to the fact that wickedness 
leads to a bad end. Woe to those godforsaken kings who are 
so weak in judgment that they are impatient of advice. [13] This 
cruelty to other beings is all for the sake of one body, itself a 
prey to illness and doomed to perish. Oh! What folly!" 

Then, as the elephant lord looked at those men with ten- 
der feelings of pity, the thought occurred to him: how were 
people so physically weakened by the torments of hunger, 
thirst, and exhaustion going to get across a waterless desert 
stretching for many hundreds of miles without any shade, 
unless they had provisions for the journey? Besides, what was 
there in the forest where the elephants lived that could sus- 
tain them even for a day and that did not require a great effort 
to collect. On the other hand, if they took his flesh as provi- 
sions and used his entrails as water bags, they might be able 
to get across this desert. Otherwise it was impossible. (14) So 
he decided he would make his body—that repository of 
countless ills—a raft that would ferry these men, beset with 
suffering, across the sea of misfortune. (15) Being born as a man 
gave one the chance to attain the bliss of heaven and of final 
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release and was not easy to achieve. So these men ought not 
to squander it like this. [16] Also, their coming there made them 
by rights his guests, since he was on his own territory. And, 
as they were in distress, beyond the reach of their relatives, 
they had all the more claim to his pity. (17) At long last this 
receptacle of countless ills, this resort of all manner of afflic- 
tion brought on by perpetual suffering, this host of evils that 
goes by the name of ‘body, would finally be put to use in the 
service of others. 

Then some of the men, ravaged by hunger, thirst, fatigue, 
and heat, held their hands together in supplication. With 
tears in their eyes, they prostrated themselves and begged 
him for water, making signs with their hands—such was 
their sorry state. Others appealed to him pathetically: (18) “You 
are a kinsman to us who have none. You are our refuge and 
defense. Blessed creature, please care for us as you think 
best.” But others of a hardier temperament asked him where 
one could find water and which route would bring them out 
of that dreadful desert: (19) "If there is a pool nearby, or a river 
with cool water, or a waterfall, or a shady tree, or a grassy 
spot, tell us, lord of elephants. [20] Take pity and please show 
us in which direction you think we should go to get out of 
this desert. We have been astray here for a good many days. 
So please, master, come to our rescue.” 

These piteous pleas pained the Great One's heart all the 
more, and, since it was indeed possible to cross the desert, he 
lifted his trunk, which was as thick as the coils of a big snake, 
and with it he pointed out a mountain range, saying: "Under 
that mountain range there is a large lake whose clear blue 
waters are adorned with lotuses and water lilies. So go that 
way, and when you have recovered from the heat and from 
thirst and exhaustion, you will discover, not very far from 
there, the body of an elephant that has fallen down the 
mountain. Use its flesh as provisions and its entrails as water 
bags to collect water. Then continue in the same direction. In 
this way you will get across the desert with little difficulty." 

With these words of encouragement the Great One set the 
men on their way. Then he went as quickly as possible by 


another route and climbed up to the summit of that moun- 
tain. As he was about to sacrifice his own body in the hopes 
of saving those people, he earnestly affirmed this vow! (21) 
"This is not an attempt to earn myself a happy destiny, or the 
majesty of a universal monarch, or heaven with its unadulter- 
ated joys, or the bliss of Brahma's world, or even the happi- 
ness of final release. [22] But whatever merit may be mine in 
thus wishing to extricate these people who have foundered in 
the desert, may it help me to become the savior of mankind 
wandering in the wilderness of endless birth and death." 
Such was his resolve, and in his elation the Great One 
thought nothing of the agonizing death he would suffer by 
being shattered on the steep cliffs but hurled himself down 
the mountainside, as he intended. [23] His falling body looked 
like an autumn cloud, or like the orb of the moon toppled 
from the Western Mountain, or like the snow-covered peak 
of that mountain flung down by the strong rush of air from 
Garuda’s? wings. |24] With a massive roar, as of a whirlwind, he 
fell to the ground, jolting the earth and the mountains and 
also Mara's? power-obsessed mind. The forest creepers were 
prostrated by the weight of his fall, and the forest spirits by 
admiration. [25] Certainly the gods that dwelt in that forest 
showed utter amazement at what had happened. Their hair 
bristled with excitement, and they threw their arms in the air, 
each finger like a twig pointing upward. [26] Some covered him 
with a ceaseless stream of flowers, sweet smelling and tinted 
with sandal powder, while others covered him with orna- 
ments or cloaks brilliant with patterns of gold and not woven 
of cloth. (27) Others likewise did him honor with hymns of 
praise devoutly composed, stretching out cupped hands that 
looked like lotus buds. Or else they bowed their heads, 
crowned with lovely diadems, and did obeisance. (28) Some 
fanned him with a fragrant breeze, scattering pollen and 
forming ripples on water, while others used thick clouds to 
make a canopy for him in the sky. (29) Some were prompted by 
devotion to honor him by making the sky laugh aloud with 
the roll of heavenly drums, while others decked the trees of 
the forest with buds, blossom, and fruits—all out of season. 


30 + 29 


217 


30 - 30 


218 


(30) The sky grew radiant with an autumnal beauty, the sun's 
rays seemed to lengthen, and the ocean's swelling waves 
seemed astir with eagerness to pay him a joyful visit. 

Now, in due course those men reached the lake, and in its 
waters they dispeled heat, thirst, and fatigue. Nearby they 
noticed the corpse of an elephant not long dead, just as the 
Great One had told them, and they remarked its resemblance 
to the lordly elephant. (31) Could it be the brother of that 
mighty elephant, they wondered, or a relative, or one of his 
sons? Even in its mangled state, this body, bright as a snowy 
mountain, certainly resembled his. (32) It looked like a mass of 
white lilies, or like compacted moonlight, or rather like his 
own reflection in a mirror. But some of them looked more 
carefully. As far as they could see this splendid elephant, who 
in his exceptional appearance rivaled the mighty elephants at 
the world's four corners,* was indeed the very same elephant. 
He had thrown himself down the mountainside hoping to 
save them who in their distress were without friends or rela- 
tives. Realizing this, they said: [33] "That noise we heard, like a 
whirlwind, which seemed to rock the earth. Obviously it was 
this elephant falling down. [34] Of course this is his body: it has 
the same pale coloring, like a lotus stalk; its hair is as white 
as moonbeams; it is flecked with small spots; these are the 
same tortoise-like feet with white nails; and this is the same 
backbone gracefully curved like a bow.? [35] This is the very 
same face, long and broad, adorned with streaks of ichor, 
fragrant and beautiful; and this the head, erect, magnificent, 
untouched by any goad, and set on a massive neck. [36] This is 
the same pair of honey-colored tusks with their proud mark, 
the fine dust of the mountainside. And this is the same trunk 
with whose tip, like a long finger, he showed us the way. Oh! 
This is truly a marvel of marvels! (37) What kind of affection 
must he have shown his friends or relatives when—knowing 
nothing of our family, our character, or our faith and not even 
having heard of us before—he has been so friendly to us, 
who were battered by fate? All honor to this blessed being, 
the soul of compassion! [38] He who came to help people like 
us, when we were in the midst of disaster and overcome with 


fear and anguish, must surely be someone disguised as an 
elephant, who somehow sustains the flagging spirits of living 
beings. (39) Where did he learn this extraordinary power of 
bringing luck? What teacher did he attend in the forest? Here 
is visible proof of the popular saying ‘Beauty without virtue 
gives no delight. [40] Oh! How well this creature of exceptional 
character has proved his true auspiciousness by this culmi- 
nating act. Indeed, even in death, with his body bright as 
Himalaya, he seems to be smiling happily at the perfection of 
his soul. Who now will feel able to feed on the flesh of this 
creature who has behaved with such surpassing goodness? In 
his readiness to come to our aid and in his concern to be of 
service to us even at the cost of life, he showed greater love 
than affectionate friends or relatives would have done. We 
ought rather to pay our debt to him by cremating his body 
with full honors.” 

Such thoughts inclined them to indulge their grief, with 
tears in their eyes and their throats choking with sobs, as 
though it were a relative of theirs who had died. Observing 
this, others, of a tougher mentality, who saw matters in a 
different light, said: “By doing this we would certainly not be 
greatly honoring this excellent elephant, nor would we be 
treating him fitly. In our view we should honor him by carry- 
ing out his wishes. [41] For this unknown friend, with the ob- 
ject of saving us, sacrificed his own dear body, holding his 
guests to be dearer still. [42] His intention ought therefore to be 
followed. Otherwise, wouldnt this magnificent feat of his be 
pointless? (43) Indeed, in his affection he has offered his guests 
all that he has. Now who would wish to make such hospital- 
ity fruitless by not accepting it? [44] Therefore, by acceding to 
his command as if it came from a superior, we can show him 
proper respect and at the same time do what is right for our- 
selves. [45] Once we have escaped this peril we can honor him 
either individually or all together: we will perform every rite 
for this good elephant, as for a departed relative.” 

Now these men were anxious to escape from the desert 
and remembered what the elephant lord had intended. And 
so, without opposing his orders, they took the Great Being's 


20 $25 


219 


30:45 flesh and used his entrails as water bags. Then, going in the 
direction he had indicated, they came safely out of that 
desert. 

So, then—good people regard even suffering as being of 
profit if it results in happiness for others. 
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Sutasoma 


SSOCIATING WITH GOOD PEOPLE, 
however this may come about, brings lasting joy. Whoever 
wants to attain such joy should consort with good people. 

According to tradition, the Lord, when still a Bodhisattva, 
was once born into the illustrious royal family of the Kurus, 
a dynasty of brilliant renown. Its passion for acquiring vir- 
tues had earned it the constant devotion of its subjects, while 
it humbled the pride of its vassals by its splendor. The child's 
father named him Sutasoma! because he looked as lovely as 
the moon, his numberless virtues radiating from him like a 
halo. Like the waxing moon, he grew daily more beautiful 
and charming. In course of time he became proficient in the 
Vedas, the subsidiary Vedas, and the ancillary sciences.? He 
also mastered the arts and other accomplishments and be- 
came an object of love and respect to the people. His readi- 
ness to be of real assistance, his ever-increasing attentiveness, 
and his self-imposed vow of guardianship gave him almost a 
family tie with the Virtues. [1] Good character, learning, gen- 
erosity, compassion, self-control, ardor, patience, wisdom, 
resolution, humility, modesty, shame, majesty, beauty, fame, 
courtesy, intelligence, strength, and integrity —12] such excel- 
lent qualities as these did he harbor. His youth seemed to 
enhance them further, and his purity and nobility lent them 
charm. They were like the different phases of the moon. And 
in consequence the king conferred on him the rank of heir 
apparent, both because he had the capacity to govern the 
people and because there was so much goodness in his na- 
ture. [3] In his love of wisdom the boy particularly appreciated 
religious maxims and therefore treated with special honor 
anyone who came and recited such maxims to him. 
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It was the flowery season of spring, and the parks sur- 
rounding the city were decked with beautiful sprays of fresh 
leaves. The burst of bloom gave them a dazzling charm. Fresh 
grass covered the ground, like a carpet, and the ponds of clear 
water were strewn with the blue and white petals of lotus and 
lily. The place was ahum with swarms of roving bees, and 
cuckoos and peacocks flocked together busily. Cool breezes, 
soft and fragrant, wafted through these parks, which were a 
balm to the heart. 

One day, as he was strolling there with a small escort, the 
Great One entered one of the groves to pass his time in plea- 
sure. [4] The place resounded with the call of male cuckoos 
and was further beautified by a delightful garden pavilion. Its 
various trees bowed under the weight of blossom. Here he 
wandered about, accompanied by his ladies, just like a man 
in paradise, enjoying the reward for his virtuous life. (5] He 
delighted in the sound of the women's songs blending with 
the mellifluous strains of musical instruments, in their subtle 
allure and graceful sequence of movements as they danced, 
and in their wanton exuberance under the influence of drink. 
Also he enjoyed the beauty of the grove itself. 

While there, the Great One was approached by a certain 
brahmin who had some wise sayings to recite. After being 
given a polite welcome, the brahmin sat down, entranced by 
the prince's physical beauty. And though the Great Being was 
in the act of enjoying these youthful pleasures, which were 
the direct consequence of his great store of merit, he none- 
theless felt honored by the brahmin's visit. But the brahmin 
himself got no reward out of coming to recite his words of 
wisdom, for there was a sudden uproar, which drowned the 
music and singing and ruined the pleasure they were getting 
from their lighthearted pursuits. It alarmed the womenfolk 
and made them anxious. And when the crown prince heard 
it, he was concerned and asked the attendants of the harem 
to find out what it was. Then the sentries rushed up in a 
panic, with fear and dismay in their faces, and reported: 
“Your highness, it's the cannibal Kalmasapada, Sudasa's son, 
who is even more bloodthirsty than the demons. He goes on 


destroying men by the hundred, as though he were Death 
himself. His power, his energy, and his insolence are super- 
human, and he looks as fierce and terrifying as a demon. He 
could be the Great Bogy, and he is on his way here. Our forces 
have scattered. Fear has drained them of courage. And with 
the chariots, the cavalry, and the elephants all amok, the 
troops are in disarray. So your highness must be ready to 
resist or else decide on the appropriate action to take." 

Though he knew perfectly well, Sutasoma asked them 
who was this person called Kalmasapada, Sudasa’s son. 
"What, they replied, *your highness doesn't know about 
King Sudasa? Once, while he was out hunting, his horse 
bolted, and he reached the depths of the jungle. There he 
coupled with a lioness. She became pregnant and after a 
while gave birth to a boy. The foresters took him and pre- 
sented him to Sudasa who, not having a son, adopted him. 
And when his father went to heaven, he became king in his 
own right. But from his mother he inherited the unfortunate 
craving for raw meat. Once he had tasted human flesh and 
decided that he liked its flavor, he proceeded to kill numbers 
of people in his own capital city and then devoured them. 
When the townspeople took measures to do away with him, 
Kalmasapada took fright and promised the goblins, who de- 
light in offerings of human flesh and blood, that, if he got out 
of this scrape, he would sacrifice a hundred royal princes to 
them. Well, he did get out of it, and since then he has ab- 
ducted many princes. Now he has come to abduct your high- 
ness. You have heard the facts. Your highness must judge 
what is best." 

The Bodhisattva already knew of the perverted and evil 
habits of this Kalmasapada, and he felt sorry for him. So he 
set his mind on curing him. He sensed he had the power 
within him to put a stop to this aberration, and so, when it 
was announced that Kalmasapada was approaching, he felt as 
happy as though it were good news and earnestly said: (6] “A 
man who has fallen from power because of his craving for 
human flesh, who is as out of control as a lunatic, who has 
abandoned his duties and ruined his good reputation, is 
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surely in a pitiable state. [7] There is no call for me to use force 
nor to feel frightened or disturbed by someone in such a con- 
dition. I will completely eradicate this man’s evil habit with- 
out any effort, agitation, or violence. {8} And now this very 
man, who would deserve my pity even if he had gone else- 
where, has, of his own accord, entered my territory. It is 
therefore proper that I should show him hospitality: that is 
how decent people treat visitors.” Then, turning to those in 
charge of the harem, he ordered them each to attend to his 
duties. The young women made ready to block the path. 
Their eyes flickered, then stared wide in despair. Their 
throats quavered with sobs. The prince reassured them and 
made them turn back. Then he set out in the direction of the 
frightful noise and caught sight of Kalmasapada in hot pur- 
suit of the fleeing army. His filthy clothes were tightly hitched 
up with a belt. His disheveled hair hung down stiff with dust 
and was held in by a headband made of bark. A tangled 
growth of beard covered his face and darkened it. His eyes 
rolled wildly in rage and fury, as he brandished sword and 
shield. 

Without a trace of fear, the prince boldly called out: “Hey 
there! I am Sutasoma. Come back here. Why are you so in- 
tent on slaughtering these poor people?” 

At the sound of this summons Kalmasapada felt a stir of 
pride and bounded back like a lion. When he saw the Bodhi- 
sattva standing there by himself with neither sword nor 
shield and looking his naturally gentle self, he exclaimed: 
“You are the very person I am looking for.” And without hes- 
itation he rushed up in excitement, lifted him onto his shoul- 
der, and ran off. 

The Bodhisattva noted with concern that Kalmasapada 
was in a frenzy of pride, that his mind was bewildered and 
confused, and that he was brimming with arrogant delight at 
the rout of the king’s forces. As this was not the moment to 
teach him better, he calmly bided his time. Kalmasapada, on 
the other hand, had got what he wanted and so returned 
home to his stronghold in high spirits, as though he had cap- 
tured an important prize. [9] The place was littered with the 


corpses of men he had killed, and the ground was horribly 
spattered with blood. The eery howl of jackals and the crack- 
ling fires seemed to be harsh threats made in anger. (10] And 
the dense trees were discolored by the smoke of countless 
funeral pyres, their rusty leaves soiled by the crows and vul- 
tures who perched there. When travelers caught sight of it 
from afar, their eyes would glaze over with horror, for that 
unquiet spot was as loathsome as the burial grounds where 
demons and phantoms perform their dances. 

Setting the Bodhisattva down there, Kalmasapada took a 
rest and watched him intently, his eyes riveted by such re- 
markable beauty. Meanwhile, the Bodhisattva remembered 
about the brahmin who had come with his offering of wise 
sayings. He had received no hospitality and must still be wait- 
ing, with hope in his heart, for him to return to the park. “Oh 
dear!” he thought, {11} “that brahmin came a long way to offer 
those wise verses and was full of expectation. What on earth 
will he do when he hears I have been carried off? (12) The fail- 
ure of his hopes will be a burning torture to him, and de- 
spondency will make him feel his exhaustion all the more 
acutely. Either he will pity me and sigh deeply, or else he will 
curse his own fate.” Thinking of how unhappy the man must 
be, the Great Being suffered greatly. Pity was so deeply in- 
grained in him that tears welled up. 

Seeing the tears in his eyes, Kalmasapada burst out laugh- 
ing and said to the Bodhisattva: “Stop that! [13] What about all 
those good qualities of yours, and your reputation for being 
wise? No sooner do you fall into my hands than you start 
shedding tears. How very true is the saying [14] ‘In calamity, 
fortitude is of no use. In grief, no learning can avail. There is 
no creature in existence who, under attack, does not quail’ 
So tell me the truth—([15] what is it that you are bewailing: your 
own precious life, your wealth which procures you comfort, 
your relatives, or your crown? Or is it the thought of your 
loving father or your weeping children that has reduced you 
to tears?” [16] “No,” replied the Bodhisattva, “it is not that I am 
thinking of my own survival, or even of my parents, children, 
relatives, and wife. Nor is it the recollection of pleasures I 
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enjoyed as a prince that brings me to tears. But there is a 
brahmin who with high hopes brought me some verses of 
wisdom. And when he hears that I have been kidnapped he is 
certain to be consumed with despair. That is what was in my 
mind and the reason for the tears in my eyes. [17] So please, let 
me go and revive the spirits of that poor disappointed brah- 
min by sprinkling them with the water of appreciation, and 
let me gather the honey of his wise words. [18] Then, when I 
am no longer in debt to the brahmin, I shall honor my debt 
to you too by returning here, once more to be seen by your 
eyes that will have been eagerly awaiting that pleasure. [19] And 
do not be uneasy and suspect that this may just be a ploy of 
mine to get away: people like me, O king, follow a path that 
is different from others?" To this Kalmasapada replied: 1201 
"This suggestion you are making in all seriousness quite 
passes belief. After escaping from the jaws of Death, who, I 
ask, would return there again when he is free to do as he 
pleases? [21] Once you have survived the danger of death, 
which is not easy to avoid, and are comfortably installed in 
your beautiful palace, what possible reason could there be for 
you to return here to me?" 

"What; said the Bodhisattva, "doesnt your lordship 
understand that there is indeed a very serious reason why I 
should return? Have I not given my word that I will? That 
should be enough to stop you treating me with the same sus- 
picion as you would some trickster. After all, I am Sutasoma. 
(22] Itis true that some people, out of greed or in fear of death, 
dont care a straw about what they have once promised. But, 
for decent people, their word is something cf value, is life 
itself, and therefore they do not betray it even when the situ- 
ation is desperate. [23] Neither life nor the pleasures of this 
world can save a man from an evil fate once he has deviated 
from his word. Who, then, for the sake of these, would repu- 
diate his word, the source of contentment, renown, and hap- 
piness? [24] If a person is clearly on the path of evil or is not 
noticeably zealous in the cause of good, then one doubts 
whether he will do anything decent. But what have you no- 
ticed to make you suspicious of me too? [25] Now if I had really 


been afraid of you, or were a slave to pleasures, or if I had had 
no pity in my heart, surely 1 would have gone out to meet 
someone as notoriously savage as you, like a hero, brandish- 
ing sword and shield? [26] But might it not be that I really 
wanted to make your acquaintance? After rewarding that 
brahmin for his effort, I shall come back to you of my own 
accord. People like me do not make vain promises.” Kalma- 
sapada thought the Bodhisattva was just boasting when he 
talked like this, and in his annoyance the idea came to him— 
"This fellow certainly does brag about being so truthful and 
virtuous. Alright then, let's see how faithfully he keeps his 
promises and how much he loves virtue. What would it mat- 
ter to me even if I did lose him? Thanks to the mighty 
strength of my right hand, I already have a full complement 
of one hundred princes in my power. With these I shall make 
my sacrifice to the demons as promised.” With this in mind 
he said to the Bodhisattva: "Off you go, then! Let's see how 
true you are to your word and how virtuous you are. [27] Go 
and do whatever that brahmin wants. Then come back 
quickly. In the meantime I shall prepare your funeral pyre.” 

The Bodhisattva gave his word and, on arriving at his pal- 
ace was welcomed back by his household. He sent for the 
brahmin, who then recited a set of four verses to him. Hear- 
ing these words of wisdom put the Great Being into a benign 
mood, and he thanked the brahmin with kind words and 
showed him honor. Then, reckoning each verse as worth a 
thousand gold pieces, he rewarded him with the riches he 
longed for. 

Now his father, who was anxious to prevent any lavish or 
misplaced expenditure, waited for a suitable moment and 
then gently remonstrated with him: “My boy, you ought, 
really, to recognize some limit when rewarding wise sayings. 
You have a large household to support, and the majesty of a 
king depends on the resources of his treasury. That is why I 
am telling you: (28] to reward a wise saying with a hundred gold 
pieces is already a very high valuation. But to go above that is 
wrong. For if one is overgenerous how long can one maintain 
the outward show of wealth, though one be Kubera’ himself? 
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[29] Wealth is the chief means to success, and an effective one, 
since it is quite impossible to live as one likes without it. 
Once a king no longer has a full treasury, Fortune, like a 
harlot, does not spare him a glance.” [30] "But your majesty,” 
protested the Bodhisattva, “were it at all possible to measure 
the worth of wise sayings, I am sure I would not incur your 
displeasure even if I bartered my crown for them. [31] When 
something you hear calms your mind, reaffirms your yearn- 
ing for salvation, enlarges your wisdom so that the gloom of 
ignorance vanishes, surely you would pay for it with your 
own flesh and blood if need be? [32] Sacred knowledge is a lamp 
that scatters the darkness of delusion. It is the best kind of 
wealth, beyond the reach of theft or anything else. It is a 
weapon to foil that enemy of ours, confusion. With its advice 
on the sensible course to take, it is the perfect counselor. [33] It 
is a staunch friend even when one is in trouble, and a painless 
cure for the ills of grief. It is a mighty power that crushes the 
forces of evil, and a priceless store of honor and glory. [34] In- 
deed, the riches contained in sacred knowledge are also the 
principal ingredient of that eloquence which in good com- 
pany has the charm of a gift and which in learned assemblies 
gives pleasure. Such eloquence throws a flood of light on ri- 
val doctrines and destroys the vainglory of the contesting 
parties. [35] The bright eyes and glowing cheeks even of stran- 
gers vouch for its superior merits—rapturously they twirl 
their fingers in intense approval. [36] It enables one to express 
one's meaning with clear logic, illustrating it from various 
treatises and traditional doctrines. In its grace, perfection, 
and charm it is like an unspoiled wreath of flowers. [37] It 
shines like a steady bright light and is a sure harbinger of 
fame. Put to use, the riches contained in sacred knowledge 
are a clear means to success, [38] and those who take heed of 
them pursue the three objects of life* along a path free from 
besetting sins. They behave in strict conformity with the sa- 
cred precepts and surmount the difficulties of life with ease. 
(39) This sacred wisdom, renowned for so many merits, has 
come to me as a gift. How can I not treat it with honor when 
it is in my power to do so? On the other hand, how can I 


disregard your command? [40] I shall therefore go to Kalmasa- 
pada. I want neither the cares of kingship nor those which I 
would bring upon myself were I to follow the path of evil and 
recklessly compromise my character" 

His father, because he was so fond of him, grew anxious 
and said to him earnestly: “My boy, I was only thinking of 
your own good when I spoke as I did. So do not take it to 
heart. May your enemies fall into the hands of Kalmasapada! 
But you have promised to return to him, and, being someone 
who keeps his word, you want to fulfill that promise. Never- 
theless, I will not allow you to do so. Perfidy is no sin if one 
has to resort to it to save one's life or for the sake of one's 
elders—those who know the Vedas say so. So why make 
things difficult for yourself by disregarding them? Besides, 
political experts regard it as misguided and perverse of kings 
to hold to moral considerations when these obviously clash 
with material interests and personal happiness. So stop being 
so obstinate: it pains my heart, and you are being blind to 
your own interests. My dear boy, you cannot bring yourself to 
break your promise because you think it would be disgraceful 
and immoral, and because you are not accustomed to doing 
so. Even so, here I have a grand army—elephants, cavalry, 
chariots, and infantry—fully equipped and all ready to come 
to your rescue. The troops are loyal and well-tried— warriors 
skilled in arms, who have many times been through the cere- 
mony of lustration before battle. They are as terrifying as a 
huge flood. Set off with these as your escort and make Kal- 
masapada submit, either to you or to death. In this way you 
would both fulfill your promise and save your life.” 

“Your majesty,” replied the Bodhisattva, "I cannot promise 
one thing and do another. Nor can I strike a blow at people 
like him who have sunk into the mire of vicious habits, are 
bound for hell, and are therefore to be pitied—who have 
been abandoned by their own families and friends and are 
helpless. Besides, (41) that cannibal did something both difficult 
and noble in my case: though I was in his power, he let me 
go, because he trusted my word. [42] It is thanks to him that I 
learned these wise sayings, father. He did me a favor and 
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therefore deserves my sympathy all the more. And, my lord, 
do not worry about my being in danger from him. For how 
can he possibly do me any harm if I return to him, as I will?" 

In this way the Great Being won his father over and turned 
aside his dependents who were set on restraining him, dis- 
missing the devoted troops also. Then, without fear or mis- 
givings, true to his word, he went all by himself to where 
Kalmasapada lived, hoping, for the sake of the world, to re- 
form him. Kalmasapada caught sight of him from afar, and in 
his astonishment he felt even greater respect and goodwill 
toward him. Though his mind was clouded by a cruelty that 
by dint of long practice had become ingrained, his reaction 
was definite: "Ah ha ha ha ha! [43] Wonder of wonders! What a 
miracle indeed! The way this prince honors his word is some- 
thing more than human, more than divine. [44] That he should 
master fear and anxiety and, of his own accord, return to me 
when I am by nature as savage as Death—oh! what strength 
of character, what real integrity! [45] How right that he should 
be famous for being true to his word, seeing how he has sac- 
rificed his life and his royal rank to keep faith." 

While Kalmasapada was overcome with this feeling of 
amazement and respect, the Bodhisattva came up to him and 
said: [46] "I have discovered the riches contained in those wise 
sayings. I have rewarded the petitioner. And joy has entered 
my heart. All this because of you. So now I have come back. 
Eat me if that is what you want, or else condemn me to serve 
as a victim in your sacrifice" [47] "It is not yet the moment for 
me to eat you,” said Kalmasapada, “especially as this pyre is 
too smoky, and flesh tastes good only when cooked on a 
smokeless fire. So let us hear these wise sayings of yours.” 
“Why does someone in your state want to hear wise sayings?" 
asked the Bodhisattva. [48] "Your belly has made you what you 
are, and you have lost all feeling for your subjects. These 
verses are in praise of virtue, and virtue does not go together 
with wickedness. (49] You lead the loathsome life of a monster. 
You have forsaken the paths of honest men. You have nothing 
to do with truth, let alone virtue. What use can you make of 
sacred knowledge?" 


Exasperated by this rebuke, Kalmasapada replied: “You are 
wrong. [50] Tell me what king does not raise his bow to kill the 
beloved companions of the hinds in his park. In the same way 
I kill men to keep myself alive. But apparently I am in the 
wrong while those who kill deer are not.” (51) “Certainly they 
are not in the right either, drawing their bows against deer as 
they flee in terror,” said the Bodhisattva. “But someone who 
devours men is far more to blame than they are, because hu- 
man beings are a higher form of existence and are not there 
to be eaten.” 

Now although Kalmasapada had had some very harsh 
things said to him, his savage nature was overcome by the 
Bodhisattva's great friendliness. So he still remained in a 
good mood and, laughing at what the Bodhisattva said, con- 
tinued: “My dear Sutasoma, [52] I set you free and you went 
home to revel in all the trappings of being king. Then you 
came back to me, from which I deduce you are not well- 
versed in the ways of the world.” “Not so,” said the Bodhi- 
sattva. “I am perfectly well-versed in the ways of the world. 
And that is precisely why I have no wish to put them into 
practice. [53] After all, what is the point of being expert in 
something that involves total abnegation of what is right 
when it does not even assure one of happiness? And, what is 
more, [54] those who are clever at putting worldly wisdom into 
practice usually suffer miseries after they die. I have rejected 
the tortuous ways of the world, kept my word, and returned 
here. [55] It is I who am well-versed in worldly wisdom insofar 
as I have forsworn untruth and delight in truth. Indeed, those 
who know about such matters declare that no action that 
does not bring fame, happiness, and fortune in its train is 
wise." 

Then Kalmasapada questioned him: [56] "You have surren- 
dered your own life, left your family in tears, given up all the 
delightful pleasures associated with being king. What advan- 
tage do you see in keeping your word that makes you come 
back to me because of it?” “Many fine things follow from 
holding to the truth,” answered the Bodhisattva. "Listen 
while I tell you in brief: [57] Truthfulness is more beautiful than 
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a garland of flowers, sweeter to taste than anything else, and, 
because it earns merit without trouble, it is better than any 
penance or wearisome pilgrimage. [58] Fame is ready at any mo- 
ment to spread among men, and truthfulness is the means 
whereby it penetrates all three worlds. It is the gate that ad- 
mits one to paradise. It is the bridge that leads one across the 
perilous stream of repeated existences.” "Excellent! abso- 
lutely right,” exclaimed Kalmasapada, bowing down before 
him. Then with an admiring look he continued: [59] “Others 
who fall into my clutches give up in despair, and fear robs 
them of all composure, whereas you never cease to be mag- 
nificently imperturbable. I presume you have no fear of 
death, my lord.” (60) “What good is cowardly terror? It is a futile 
remedy for something one cannot evade even by taking enor- 
mous pains. Yet, even those who know this and have reflected 
on the human situation [61] are paralyzed by a fear of death. 
Remorse for evil proclivities, a conscience about their apathy 
in doing good, anxiety about retribution in the next world— 
all contribute to this. [62] But I do not recall ever having done 
anything about which I could feel remorse: I have made a 
habit of behaving with integrity. And if one holds to what is 
right, why need one fear death? (63) Nor do I remember a sup- 
pliant whose coming was not a delight to me, as well as to the 
suppliant. If one has had the satisfaction of giving things 
away as I have, and if one has kept to what is right, what need 
has one to fear death? [64] Even on mature reflection I cannot 
remember ever having had an impulse to evil—not even in 
my thoughts. If my path to heaven is therefore clear, why 
should I feel afraid of death? [65] I have bestowed much money 
on brahmins, relatives, friends, dependents, on people in dis- 
tress, and on ascetics who are the ornament of their retreats, 
giving to each according to his deserts. I did for them what- 
ever they required of me. [66] I have had the satisfaction of 
founding hundreds of magnificent temples, hospitals, hermi- 
tages, assembly halls and watering places. As a result I have 
no fear of death. So prepare me for your sacrifice or else de- 
vour me.” 

Tears of gladness filled Kalmasapada’s eyes when he heard 





— sPr—————— ^" 


this. His hair bristled, and he came out in goose pimples. The 
darkness of his evil nature vanished as he looked at the Bo- 
dhisattva with profound respect and exclaimed: "Heaven for- 
bid! (67) Should anyone wish to harm someone such as you, a 
king among kings, may he swallow poison in the full knowl- 
edge of its being lethal; may he eat a poisonous snake that 
has been provoked to anger, or swallow molten iron. May his 
head split into a hundred pieces, and his heart too! So please 
tell me those wise sayings. Your words were like a shower of 
blossom: I am touched to the heart and now am even more 
interested in hearing them. Besides, [68] now that I have seen 
my loathsome conduct reflected in the mirror of the Law, per- 
haps I may have felt a stirring of the conscience and be eager 
for the Law." 

Now the Bodhisattva realized from Kalmasapada’s inclina- 
tion to hear the Law that his mind had been made receptive 
to it, and he said to him: "If you want to hear about the Law, 
you should do so in the correct attitude. Now look: [69] give 
outward expression to your worthy feeling of humility by 
taking a lower seat. Taste the honey of the holy words in a 
trance of delight. [70] Let your mind be attentive, calm, pure, 
and reverent. Then listen devoutly to the Law, as a sick man 
listens to the words of a doctor.” 

Kalmasapada immediately spread his shawl over a slab of 
stone and helped the Bodhisattva up onto this platform, 
while he himself sat down on the bare ground in front of him. 
Then, looking intently into his face, he said to the Great 
Being: “Speak, my master!” And the Bodhisattva spoke. His 
deep voice carried so that it seemed to fill the forest like the 
gentle rumbling of a newly formed cloud: {71} “A single chance 
encounter with a good person establishes something solid 
and lasting that has no need of constant renewal.” “Excellent! 
excellent!” exclaimed Kalmasapada when he heard this. And, 
rocking his head and twirling his fingers in approval,’ he said 
to the Bodhisattva: “Go on! go on!” So the Bodhisattva 
quoted the second verse: [72] "Never be far from good people, 
but practice humility and honor the saintly, for the pollen 
from those flowers, their virtues, spreads wide and is bound 
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to touch anyone who comes near them.” (73) “You noble crea- 
ture,” said Kalmasapada, "how right you were to spend your 
money in that way, to disregard difficulties, in paying un- 
stinted honor to these wise verses. Go on! go on!" So the 
Bodhisattva continued: [74] "Royal carriages, inlaid with jewels 
and gold, grow ugly with age, as do our bodies. But age can- 
not touch a good man's worth, so constant is the honest man 
in his love of virtue.”® “But this is like a shower of nectar,” 
said Kalmasapada. "I feel so refreshed. Go on! go on!" So the 
Bodhisattva continued: (75) “How far apart are earth and sky, 
the ocean's near and further shores, the mountain where the 
sun comes up and the mountain where it sets. But even wider 
is the gap between the ways of good and bad.” Kalmasapada 
felt his love and respect infused with a feeling of wonder and 
devotion, and said to the Bodhisattva: [76] "These verses that I 
have heard from you are lovely. Their meaning shines out all 
the more for being expressed so elegantly. You have made me 
feel happy. So, as a reward, I allow you to make four wishes. 
Choose whatever you want from me.” 

The Bodhisattva, half surprised, half moved, said: ^Who 
are you to be offering rewards? (77]1—you who have no power 
even over yourself, dominated as you are by your addiction to 
crime. What sort of favor are you likely to grant someone else 
when generous behavior is quite alien to your nature? [78] And 
it could happen that I ask you to grant me a favor that you 
may not feel inclined to give. No one with any scruples would 
run such a risk." So you have done enough, quite enough, 
for me.” 

Kalmasapada felt slightly ashamed and, bowing his head, 
said to the Bodhisattva: “My lord, please don't be so wary of 
me. [79] I will grant your wishes even if it costs me my life. So, 
my lord king, make your choice confidently, whatever it is 
you want." 

“In that case,” said the Bodhisattva, [80] “grant me these four 
favors, none of them trifling. Swear to be truthful. Avoid 
doing harm to living things. Release every one of the people 
you have taken captive. And, hero that you are, do not eat 
human flesh.” (81) "The first three I grant you,” said Kalmasa- 


pada, "but make your fourth wish something else: don't you 
understand, I cannot resist human flesh?" "There you are,” 
said the Bodhisattva, "it's happened: did I not say ‘Who are 
you to be granting favors?’ Besides, [82] how can you keep your 
vow to be truthful and to do no harm to living things, if you 
do not give up eating human flesh, dear king? (83) Didn't you 
say just now that you would grant my wishes even if it cost 
you your life? But it turns out not to be so. [84] And how can 
you be doing no harm to living things while you go on killing 
people for their flesh? This being the case, of what value are 
these three favors you have granted?" 

[85] "How can I give up the very thing for which I surren- 
dered my royal state, endured hardship ii; the wild, broke the 
law, and shattered my reputation?" asked Kalmasapada. 
"That is precisely why you should give it up,” answered the 
Bodhisattva. (86) “How can you fail to give up such a worthless 
existence, for which you have forfeited goodness, wealth, 
happiness, and reputation? [87] Only people who suffer from 
being mean regret a thing once given. How can you too suc- 
cumb to such baseness? So enough of this straying along the 
path of wickedness. You ought to realize who you are. After 
all, you are the son of Sudasa. [88] You have the choice of meat 
from wild animals and tame, as well as of fish from ponds. It 
is examined by doctors and prepared by skilled cooks. Con- 
tent yourself with these, but please give up your outrageous 
habit of eating human flesh. (89) How can you enjoy it here in 
this lonely forest, deprived of your relatives, your children, 
and congenial company, far removed from the sound of 
music-making subdued as the rumble of rain clouds, from 
the sound of a song in the night, and from all the various 
pleasures of being king? [90] You should not be the slave of your 
passions, my lord, but should follow a course that is not at 
odds with spiritual and material well-being. Single-handed 
you have defeated kings and their massed armies in the field. 
Do not now show yourself an utter coward in the matter of 
subduing your passions. (91) And, my lord king, ought you not 
to take some thought for the next world too? That is a reason 
for you not to persist in an evil just because it gives you plea- 
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sure but rather to turn to something that does no damage to 
your reputation, the achieving of which gives satisfaction and 
which you must take like medicine, however disagreeable it 
may be.” 

Kalmasapada went up to the Bodhisattva and clasped him 
by his feet. His eyes were brimming with tears of tender joy, 
and his throat choked with sobs as he said: (92) “With good 
reason has your fame spread all over the world, the pollen of 
your fine qualities and the perfume of your merit pervading 
everywhere, seeing that no one else but you would take pity 
on me, an evildoer whose cruel habits have made of me a 
messenger of Death. [93] You are my master, my teacher, my 
idol. With bowed head I honor these words of yours. Never 
again will I eat human flesh, Sutasoma, and I will do just 
what you tell me. [94] Those princes I seized for my sacrifice are 
languishing in captivity. Their bright spirits are dimmed, and 
sorrow weighs heavy on them. Come, let us free them to- 
gether!" 

The Bodhisattva readily agreed and followed him to where 
the princes were imprisoned. As soon as the prisoners saw 
Sutasoma they realized they would be set free and were ut- 
terly delighted. [95] At the sight of Sutasoma the princes burst 
into peals of lovely laughter? and looked as radiant as masses 
of white water lilies expanding under the invigorating rays of 
the moon at the beginning of autumn. The Bodhisattva went 
up and reassured them, spoke to them kindly, returned their 
greetings, and then made them take an oath not to do any 
harm to Kalmasapada. After that he set them free and re- 
turned to his kingdom, accompanied by Kalmasapada, with 
the princes following in his train. There he received them all 
with appropriate ceremony and reinstated every prince, in- 
cluding Kalmasapada, in his respective kingdom. 

So, then—associating with good people, however this may 
come about, brings lasting joy. Whoever wants to attain such 
joy should therefore consort with good people. 


Ayogrha— The Prince in the Iron House 


OT EVEN THEGLORY OF BEING KING 
can obstruct one's path to final bliss, once one has felt revul- 
sion for worldly life. One should therefore experience for 
oneself this feeling of revulsion. 

According to tradition, the Lord, when still a Bodhisattva, 
realized that mankind was prey to endless ills, such as dis- 
ease, old age, death, and being parted from those one loves 
and that it was helpless, vulnerable, and without guidance. 
Spurred on by pity, in his utter goodness of heart, he made 
up his mind to save the world, by securing whatever advan- 
tage, whatever happiness he possibly could for men—even 
for those who were hostile or unknown to him. 

Once he was born into a certain royal family famous both 
for their decency and their exalted position. These were re- 
flected both in the family's wealth, which increased steadily 
thanks to their ready affection for their subjects, and in the 
fact that their proud vassals were completely submissive. The 
Bodhisattva's very birth was a brilliantly festive occasion, not 
only for the royal household but for the capital city which 
shared their joys and sorrows. [1] Brahmins were delighted 
with the amount of presents they received. Ministers were 
puffed up with pride in their splendid apparel. The arbors 
were filled with the mingled strains of various musical instru- 
ments, and everywhere people were dancing for joy and be- 
having recklessly. (2] There was continuous fun and games, 
singing, and shouting. Excitement mounted as people, de- 
lighted with the gifts they received in return for spreading the 
good news, embraced each other and prayed for the king's 
happiness. |3] The prison gates were opened, and the prisons 
were deserted. Splendid flags were hoisted, unfurling color 


22 


257 


221 


238 


over the squares. The ground was sprinkled with sandalwood 
powder, flowers, and wine. All in all, the town had about it a 
delightful air of jubilee. (4) Showers of gold, clothing, orna- 
ments, and other precious objects were pouring out of the 
houses of the rich as though Fortune herself were set on en- 
gulfing the world in imitation of the wild abandon of the 
Ganges.’ 

Now at that time, whenever a son was born to the king, he 
died. Supposing that this must be the work of demons, the 
king had a special nursery made to protect the child. It was 
all of iron? and was curiously encrusted with gold and silver 
and precious gems. The usual rites for counteracting demons 
were performed as prescribed in the treatises on demonology 
and in the Veda. The place was first exorcised by means of 
the customary auspicious ceremonies, then the boy received 
the various sacraments from birth onward and was brought 
up there. The demons were powerless against the Great 
Being, owing partly to the merit he had acquired through his 
goodness and partly to the effectiveness of the precautions 
that had been taken. 

In course of time, after he had received all the sacraments, 
he learned many subjects from teachers outstanding for their 
knowledge, good birth, and breeding. They had won fame 
and honor as scholars and cultivated calm, wisdom, and se- 
renity. Day by day his body blossomed with youthful beauty. 
This, together with his innate love of decency, made him the 
object of extreme affection, both in his own family and 
among people in general. (5) People are attracted by a good 
man and treat him with friendly affection, even though he is 
no relation or acquaintance of theirs and lives a long way off, 
simply because of his rare qualities. (6] How else does the au- 
tumn moon attract people here on earth when it spreads its 
beams and fills the sky with dazzling brightness? The Great 
Being was cosseted with great, almost godlike, luxury, which, 
thanks to his great merit, was no more than his due. His fa- 
ther began to feel respect as well as affection, looking at him 
with confidence, all anxiety gone. 

One day the time came for the Kaumudi festival, and the 


prince was eager to see the beautiful decorations that fes- 
tooned the city. With his father's permission he climbed into 
the royal carriage, which was brilliantly decorated with gold, 
silver, and precious gems. Bright flags and pennants of vari- 
ous colors had been hoisted on it and were flapping in the 
wind. Its horses were swift but well-schooled and were 
decked in trappings of gold. The coachman was adroit, dex- 
terous and deft, honest, sober, and steady.* His retinue was 
finely dressed and accoutred with gleaming weapons and ar- 
mor. Heralded by the delightful sounds of a band, the prince 
passed through the capital, inspecting the motley crowd of 
citizens dressed in their best holiday attire. Their eyes were 
roving in curiosity, and at the sight of him their hearts were 
transfixed. Eagerly they received him with honor and praise, 
stretching out their folded hands, bowing before him, and 
pronouncing blessings. Though it was a sight fit to rejoice 
the prince's heart, it had the effect of making him recall his 
former lives—so usual with him was the feeling of revulsion 
for this earthly existence. |7] "How pathetic is our earthly 
state,” he thought to himself. "It is so horribly transitory. This 
magnificent Kaumudi festival will soon be just a memory. [8] 
And yet, though this is the lot of all creatures, how uncon- 
cerned people are in their carefree pursuit of happiness, 
while Death waylays them on every path. [9] Disease, old age, 
and death—three enemies whose power cannot be resisted— 
stand ready to strike, and inevitably one must tread the diffi- 
cult path to the hereafter. How can anyone in his senses have 
cause for joy? (10) Clouds, with glittering chains of golden light 
and a roar as of huge oceans, produce waters of a savage fury. 
They swell up, only to dissolve again. {11} Rivers, with rushing 
waters that wash away trees that are firmly rooted on their 
banks, gradually come to look quite meager again, as though 
they were burned up with sorrow. [12] The violent wind that 
blows off the peaks of mountains and scatters whole cloud 
masses, that tosses and whirls the ocean waters, also dies 
down. (13) With bright leaping flames and glinting sparks, fire 
consumes deadwood and then goes out. Each season, deep in 
the forest, some lovely bloom appears and disappears again. 
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[14] Is there anything joined together that does not end by being 
parted, any success that is not prone to disaster? That people 
can be happy when mutability is the lot of all creatures cer- 
tainly shows a lack of clear-sightedness.” 

After these thoughts the Noble One could no longer fix his 
attention on the colorful crowds, delightful though they were 
as they surged forward to decorate the capital. In revulsion 
he shut himself off from the high spirits of the festival and 
presently noticed that he had in fact arrived back at the pal- 
ace. This only increased his distress. Convinced that his only 
recourse was the spiritual life, which had nothing to do with 
sensual pleasures, he made up his mind to embrace it forth- 
with. At the first opportunity he went to the king and, re- 
spectfully joining his hands, begged permission to retire to a 
hermitage: [15] “I wish to secure my own good by renouncing 
the world, and it would be a mark of favor were you to grant 
me permission to do so.” (16] At this, the king, who dearly loved 
his son, trembled and shook, like an elephant pierced by a 
poisoned arrow or like the deep sea whipped up by the wind, 
such anguish did he feel for him. (17) Anxious to restrain him, 
he embraced his son affectionately and, in a tearful voice, 
said: “My boy, why have you suddenly decided to forsake us 
in this way? [18] Whose hostile act has made you take this fate- 
ful step? It will surely spell his own ruin. Whose family is 
doomed to weep tears of sorrow? [19] Or perhaps you suspect 
or have heard that I have done some wrong? Then tell me, so 
that I may no longer do it—though I am not aware of any 
such fault in myself" 

(20] "How can you who are so ready to show affection possi- 
bly be at fault?" said the Bodhisattva. "And who is there ca- 
pable of making me suffer?" "In that case, why do you wish 
to forsake us?" asked the king, with tears in his eyes. “Be- 
cause Death dismays me,” answered the Great Being. "Look, 
my lord— 121) from the very first night that a man lodges in the 
womb, he steadily advances toward death, every day a little 
nearer. |22;j However well-versed in worldly ways, however pow- 
erful, no one escapes old age and death. It is because the 


whole world is tyrannized by these two that I wish to retreat 
to the forest and to live the life of the spirit. (23) Kings in the 
flush of pride conquer whole armies of frenzied troops, cav- 
alry, chariotry, and elephants, arrayed against them. But they 
are powerless to conquer that other enemy, Death, though he 
stands alone. That is why I intend to devote myself to the 
religious life. [24] Kings can escape their enemies thanks to 
being protected by huge numbers of exultant troops, cavalry, 
elephants, and chariotry. But ever since Manu, father of man- 
kind, they have helplessly submitted with all their forces to 
that enemy of superior might, Death. [25] In battle, raging ele- 
phants use their tusks as clubs to batter down the monumen- 
tal gateways of cities and to crush both men and chariots, as 
well as other elephants. But those tusks, which can overturn 
even solid banks of earth, cannot repel the onslaught of 
Death. [26] In battle, skillful archers pierce the enemy with ar- 
rows, even if they are far off, however strongly protected they 
are by the different kinds of mail and armor. But they never 
hit that long-standing enemy, Death. (27) Lions can quell the 
ardor of elephants by sinking the points of their sharp, cut- 
ting claws into their frontal lobes. With their roar they can 
shatter the hearing and the spirits of their enemies. But when 
they encounter Death, they lie low, robbed of their pride and 
strength. [28] Kings punish offending enemies in proportion to 
their crimes. But they tend not to inflict punishment on the 
enemy whose name is Death, however great his offences. [29] 
Kings also subdue an offending foe either by friendly persua- 
sion or by other means. But Death is terrible: long habit has 
hardened it in its pride, and one cannot get the better of it by 
such things as wheedling words. [30] Snakes bite men with 
their sharp fangs, which are full of terrible fiery poison fueled 
by anger. But they make no attempt to bite Death, even 
though it deserves to be killed for its unremitting ingenuity 
in contriving harm. [31] However vicious the snakes may be, 
doctors can neutralize, with spells and antidotes, the poison 
in the man they have bitten. But Death is an exceptionally 
venomous snake whose fangs can never be drawn. Neither 
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spells, nor antidotes, nor any other remedy can counteract its 
poison. [32] With a terrible roar like the thunder of massed 
clouds, the Suparnas? flap their wings and drain the seas of 
their water and of the playful shoals of fish within them. 
Then they seize the serpents who expand their terrible 
hoods. But they have not the power to assail Death in similar 
fashion. [33] Tigers, with their greater speed, overtake deer in 
the forest as they flee in terror, and, pinning them down in 
playful manner with a single adamantine paw, they proceed 
to drink their blood. But they cannot behave like that with 
Death. [34] A deer can escape even from the terrible fangs of a 
tiger’s mouth, but once a man has reached the jaws of Death, 
with its large fangs—disease, old age, and pain—can his be a 
happy fate? (35) Demons with horrible, misshapen bodies hold 
men in a firm grip and suck up their vital forces and strength. 
But at the first skirmish with Death, their overweening pride 
is gone. [36] Those who are adept in the magical arts can con- 
trol demons when they come to make mischief among people 
engaged in their devotions. This they do with the power ac- 
quired from doing penance, with magic spells, and with 
herbs. But nothing can avert the demon of death. (37) Illusion- 
ists can put people into a trance at large gatherings. But 
Death has some power that prevents even them from duping 
it. [38] Those who in the past counteracted poison with charms 
whose strength came from their doing penance, and those 
excellent doctors, from Dhanvantari/ onward, who cured 
mortal ills—all have themselves perished. That is why my 
mind is bent on the religious life in the forest. [39] Supernatural 
spirits possess various magic powers which enable them to 
appear and disappear again, to fly through the air or to land 
on the ground. But face to face with Death, these powers 
desert them. [40] The great gods repel the haughty Asuras,® 
and, in turn, the Asuras repel the haughty gods. But even 
their combined forces, frenzied and brimful of pride, could 
by no means conquer Death. [41] Now that I have realized how 
irresistible is the ferocity of Death, our enemy, I cannot take 
pleasure in life at home. It is not in anger or because I no 


longer feel affection that I am leaving for the forest; it is be- 
cause I am set on the religious life.” 

“But if the threat of Death has, as you say, no remedy, what 
respite will you get by going to the forest or embracing reli- 
gion?” asked the king. [42] "Won't Death, the enemy, catch up 
with you in the forest? Don't hermits who live the religious 
life die in the forests? Surely the way of life there is possible 
everywhere? What need is there for you to leave home and 
live in the forest?" 

[43] "Of course Death comes to those who live in the forest 
as surely as to those who live at home, to the devout and to 
the wicked alike,” said the Bodhisattva. “But the devout have 
no cause to feel remorse, and the religious life is certainly 
easier to follow in the forest. Just think, your majesty, [44] the 
home is a breeding ground of negligence, conceit, lust, greed, 
and hatred. What opportunity does one get there to practice 
the spiritual life, which goes counter to all these? [45] Living at 
home, one is distracted by all sorts of irksome duties. One 
worries first about how to acquire possessions, then about 
how to keep them safe. Calamities present or imminent give 
one no peace of mind. When can one follow the path of 
serenity? [46] In the forest, however, one sheds all those un- 
pleasant preoccupations, one is spared all the trouble that 
possessions entail, and one is at ease. Serenity is one's sole 
preoccupation, pursued in utter contentment. One by one, 
happiness, virtue, and renown are achieved. [47] Virtue, not 
riches or power, is a man's safeguard, Virtue, not the amassing 
of wealth, brings great happiness. Death can only be a source 
of joy to a virtuous man, for the man who devotes himself to 
virtue has no fear of an evil fate. [48] Just as good and evil are 
determined by the different actions associated with them and 
by distinctive characteristics, so too the reward of wickedness 
is an evil fate, of conspicuous goodness a happy fate." 

With these words the Noble One won over his father, and, 
after getting his assent, he cast off his royal state as though it 
were a wisp of straw and went to live in a hermitage. There 
he cultivated the four stages of trance? and the four cardinal 
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virtues,!° and, after initiating other men in these, he rose up 
to the world of Brahma. 

So, then— not even the glory of being king can obstruct 
one's path to final bliss, once one has felt revulsion for 
worldly life. One should therefore experience for oneself this 
feeling of revulsion. 


The Buffalo 


NE CAN ONLY SHOW FORGIVENESS 
if there is someone to be forgiven. That is why good people 
welcome, as a positive gain, even the man who does them 
wrong. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva was once a wild 
buffalo living in a remote forest. Caked in mud, his body 
looked like part of a dark cloud walking along. Though as an 
animal his mental state was so dim that it was difficult for 
him to recognize what was right, he was by no means idle in 
the pursuit of good, thanks to his sharp discernment. [1] As 
though bound by long service, Pity never deserted him. 
Either his previous actions or his own nature had some influ- 
ence on his being as he was, [2] which, indeed, is why the Lord 
spoke of it being impossible to judge the rightness or the 
rewards of one's actions, since he who was the soul of pity 
was nevertheless born as an animal and in that state could 
still recognize what was right. (3) Without one's actions the 
continuous chain of existences would not occur. Nor can a 
good action have bad results. So despite his awareness of 
what was right he must have entered such low states because 
of some slight traces of previous action.! 

Now there was a wicked monkey who had noticed that the 
buffalo invariably displayed a natural benevolence and that 
he never got angry or irritated but, on the contrary, was al- 
ways compassionate. Concluding that there was nothing to 
fear from him, the monkey made a habit of tormenting this 
buffalo cruelly with every sort of nasty prank. [4] Never is a 
rascal so utterly impudent as when dealing with the mild and 
gentle. He turns particularly nasty because he can see no 
cause to be afraid of them. But should he sense the slightest 


99 


245 


33°45 


246 


hint of danger from someone, he grovels with false humility. 
Faced with such a person, he stifles his insolence. Some- 
times, while the Great Being was innocently asleep or drow- 
sily nodding his head, the monkey would suddenly jump on 
top of him. Another time he would climb up him, as though 
the buffalo were a tree, and shake him violently. Sometimes 
he would stand in his way when he was hungry and stop him 
grazing. At one time he would rub the buffalo’s ears with a 
stick; at another he would climb up on to his head and cover 
his eyes with his hands just as he was longing to take a plunge 
into some water. Or else he would mount on his back and 
then, holding a stick in his hand and riding him by force, play 
at being Yama.” But the Bodhisattva, that Great Being, put up 
with all these wild pranks of the monkey, without getting 
upset, irritated, or angry, considering it more as a favor. [5] It 
is in the nature of the wicked to stray from the path of proper 
behavior, just as for the good to have to show patience is like 
receiving a favor—they are so practiced in it. 

Now there was a certain sprite who could not bear to see 
the Great Being insulted like this. Or else he wanted to test 
his character. So he stood in the way of the buffalo, as the 
wicked monkey was riding him, and said: “Really, this must 
stop. Has this wicked monkey bought you? Or have you lost 
at dice? Or are you perhaps afraid he may do you some in- 
jury? Don't you know your own strength, that you are pre- 
pared to put up with the indignity of being ridden by him? 
Surely, my friend, (6) the adamantine tip of your horns, if 
swung violently, could pierce adamant itself or, like adamant, 
pierce great mountains. And these hooves of yours, if you 
kicked out in a rage, would sink into a rockface as into mud. 
[7] And this body of yours, solid and compact as a rock, 
achieves perfect beauty by virtue of its strength. Even those 
who are themselves powerful testify to your strength, which 
would deter even a lion from approaching you. [8] So seize 
hold of the monkey and crush him with your hoof or tear out 
that insolence of his with the tip of your horn. Why put up 
with the pain and misery this wretch causes you, as though 
you had no power to stop him? [9] When is a wicked person 


ever cured by goodness and kindness? Only bitter, scorching, 
and harsh remedies have any effect in such a case, which is 
like the spread of some phlegmatic disease.” 

The Bodhisattva turned to the sprite and spoke gently to 
him in a way that showed his devotion to patience: (10) “Of 
course I know he is troublesome, mean, and always bent on 
mischief. But surely I ought for that very reason to put up 
with him? {11} When one cannot retaliate against a person be- 
cause he is stronger than oneself, patience is hardly in ques- 
tion. And in the case of good people, who are never anything 
but polite and well-behaved, what is there to forgive? [12] 
Therefore, one should bear with the blunders of someone 
weaker than oneself, though one is capable of doing other- 
wise. Better to suffer contempt from him than to show con- 
tempt for virtue. [13] Indeed, the best moment for displaying a 
good character is when one is ill-treated by a weakling. In 
view of this, why should a man who loves goodness resort to 
force in such circumstances, since it means only that he loses 
his patience? [14] Surely itis hard enough to getan opportunity 
to show patience—that virtue which is always appropriate, 
depending as it does on others? When someone provides 
such an opportunity, what reason can there be for being an- 
gry with him? [15] When someone behaves without regard to 
the fact that he is violating his own principles, as if expressly 
to give me a chance of making good my own faults—suppose 
I had no patience with him; could anyone be so ungrateful as 
that?" 

“In that case,” said the sprite, “you will never escape this 
torment. [16] Unless you give up being meek and indulgent, you 
will never repress this unruly scoundrel who has no respect 
for goodness.” 

[17] “If happiness is what one wants,” said the Bodhisattva, 
"then inflicting harm on others is not the way either to be 
happy or to prevent oneself from becoming unhappy. The re- 
sult will not be to achieve happiness. [18] I persist in patience 
with the very purpose of rousing his conscience. If he doesn't 
understand, he will come across those who will not tolerate 
his behavior, and they will restrain him from his evil ways. 
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(19) After receiving rough treatment from such people, he will 
nolonger treat even someone like me in the same way. Once 
he has realized he is at fault, he will not behave like that 
again, and that will be a release for me.” 

The sprite was overwhelmed with feelings of joy, amaze- 
ment, and respect. "Excellent! excellent!" he exclaimed, 
rocking his head from side to side and twirling his fingers to 
show his approval. Then he made some more kind remarks 
to the Great Being: (20) “How comes it that animals can behave 
like this and have such an intense respect for goodness? 
Surely you must be an ascetic from a hermitage who has as- 
sumed this shape for some purpose.” 

After commending the buffalo in this way and flinging the 
wicked monkey off his back, the sprite taught him a protec- 
tive charm and thereupon disappeared. 

So, then—one can only show forgiveness if there is some- 
one to be forgiven. That is why good people welcome, as a 
positive gain, even the man who does them wrong. 


The Woodpecker 


VEN WHEN PROVOKED, A GOOD PER- 
son cannot turn to evil, it being alien to him. 

According to tradition, the Bodhisattva once lived in a for- 
est, as a woodpecker with brightly colored plumage of strik- 
ing beauty. Although born in that state, he was deeply 
imbued with compassion and so did not follow the wood- 
pecker's usual diet, which bore the stigma attached to harm- 
ing living things. {1) Instead he was entirely content with the 
tender shoots of trees, with the sweet and delicious fragrance 
of flowers, and with fruits of varying taste, scent, and color. [2] 
He showed his concern for the good of others by preaching 
the Law to them when appropriate, by rescuing those in dis- 
tress as far as he was able, and by preventing those who knew 
no better from misbehaving. With the Great Being to look 
after them like this, all the creatures in the forest throve and 
were happy. It was as though they had a teacher, a kinsman, a 
doctor, and a king, all in one. (3) Sustained by his great sym- 
pathy, he grew in goodness, and that host of creatures, sus- 
tained by his protection, also increased their goodness. 

One day, as the Great Being roamed through the forest, 
feeling sympathy for all creatures, he saw in a certain part of 
the wood a lion, writhing in acute pain, as though he had 
been hit by a poisoned arrow. His mane was dirty and matted 
with dust. The Bodhisattva went up to him and, prompted by 
pity, asked: "What is it, O king of beasts? I can see that you 
are in a very bad way. [4] Are you suffering from exhaustion 
after overindulging in feats of pride against elephants or chas- 
ing eagerly after deer? Or have you been hit by a hunter's 
arrow? Or is it some disease? [5] If you can tell me what it is, 
then do so. Or at least say what can be done about it. What- 
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ever help I can offer my friends is at your service, if it has 
power to restore you.” 

“You good and precious bird, it is not exhaustion that is 
making me suffer, nor disease, nor a hunter’s arrow. It is a 
splinter of bone that has got caught in the middle of my 
throat and, like the tip of an arrow, is causing me acute pain. 
I can neither swallow it down nor cough it up. So this is the 
moment for a friend to help. If you know how, then make me 
well again.” 

The Bodhisattva with his keen intellect thought out a way 
of extracting the splinter of bone. Taking a stick large enough 
to prop open the lion’s mouth, he told him to open his mouth 
as wide as he could. The lion did so. The Bodhisattva then 
duly wedged the stick between the two rows of teeth and 
went down to the bottom of his throat. With his beak he took 
hold of the splinter of bone that had stuck crosswise. Loos- 
ening it on one side, he grasped it by the other and drew it 
out. On his way out he let fall the stick that was propping 
open the lion’s mouth. [6] No surgeon, however skillful and 
practiced, could have extracted that splinter, hard though he 
tried. But the Bodhisattva managed to do so thanks to his 
intelligence, which was not something achieved by taking 
pains but had become an integral part of him in the course of 
hundreds of existences. (7) Together with the splinter, he re- 
moved the pain and misery it caused. He was as happy to have 
relieved a sufferer as the lion was to have had his suffering 
relieved. For this is a characteristic of good people: [8] they get 
more pleasure out of assuring someone else's happiness or 
averting someone else's misfortune—even though it may be 
with difficulty—than they do at their own good fortune, 
however easily come by. 

So it was that the Great Being, well pleased at having re- 
lieved his distress, said good-bye to the lion, who in turn 
wished him farewell. Then he went on his way. 

Now some time after this the woodpecker was flying 
around, his brightly colored plumage outspread, without 
finding any food of the right kind anywhere. As the pangs of 
hunger began to afflict him, he caught sight of that very same 


lion feasting on the flesh of a young fawn, not long killed. Its 
blood, tingeing his mouth, claws, and the tips of his mane, 
made him look like part of an autumn cloud catching the 
glow of twilight. [9] Yet, though he had once given help, he 
could not bring himself to address the lion with anything so 
disagreeable as a request. Adept though he was, embarrass- 
ment imposed a temporary vow of silence on him. (10) Even so, 
he was forced by need to hover about bashfully within sight 
of him. But although that scoundrel noticed the woodpecker, 
he did not invite him over. [11] A seed sown on a rockface, an 
offering poured on to a heap of cinders that have gone cold— 
when the moment comes for some return, both are as pro- 
ductive as a favor done to an ungrateful person. And so is the 
flower on the vidula reed.! 

The Bodhisattva, thinking he must obviously not have rec- 
ognized him, went up to the lion with greater boldness and 
asked him for a share, after first pronouncing a suitable bless- 
ing in the manner of a beggar: [12] “May you find it wholesome, 
O lord of beasts, who earn your livelihood by your prowess! I 
ask you to treat a beggar kindly—it will ensure you fame and 
merit.” But despite having this kind blessing pronounced on 
him, the lion, whose habitual cruelty and selfishness made 
him unused to behaving decently, looked askance at the Bo- 
dhisattva and, as though he wanted to burn him up with his 
bloodshot eyes that were blazing with anger, said: “Stop that. 
[13] Is it not enough that you are still alive after entering the 
mouth of the likes of me? I know nothing of a weakling’s pity 
as I devour deer who still twitch with life. [14] Is it to insult me 
that you come back like this to beg favors? Are you tired of 
life? Perhaps you want to see what the next world is like?" 

This rebuff, expressed so rudely, made the Bodhisattva feel 
embarrassed, and he immediately flew up into the sky. With 
the sound of his flapping wings he said to the lion, in effect: 
"Lock! I am a bird,” then flew away. 

Now there was a wood sprite who either could not bear 
that the woodpecker should be so ill-treated or else wanted 
to discover the extent of his patience. She approached the 
Great Being and said: “Excellent bird, why do you put up 
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with this ill treatment from that wicked creature whom you 
once helped, even though you have the power to do other- 
wise? What is the point in being so indulgent toward that 
ungrateful beast? (15) Strong as he is, you could blind him if 
you suddenly swooped down on his face. And you could 
snatch the meat from between his teeth. So why do you suffer 
his insolence?" 

Now although the Bodhisattva was hurt by being so ill- 
treated, and although the wood sprite was provoking him, he 
showed his innate kindness by saying: “Enough. Do not go 
on like that. This is not the way people like us behave. (16] 
Good people devote themselves to someone in distress out of 
pity, not in the hopes of getting something out of it. The 
other person may or may not realize this, but what is the use 
of getting angry about it? [17] Anyone who does not acknowl- 
edge a favor done is only cheating himself, for no one who 
wants a return for his favors will help him again. (18; On the 
other hand, the benefactor, by his restraint, acquires merit 
and its rewards in the life hereafter—and a fine reputation 
already in this life. (19) If one does a kindness because it seems 
the right thing to do, what is there to be regretful about after- 
ward? But if one does it for the sake of getting some return, 
then it isn't a kindness but a loan. (20) He who decides to harm 
his neighbor because he is apparently ungrateful for services 
rendered, first earns a spotless reputation thanks to his good 
qualities, then behaves just like an elephant.? (21) If one's neigh- 
bor is too feeble to acknowledge a favor, no more will he 
attain that grace whose beauty comes from virtue. But that is 
no reason for an intelligent person to destroy his own lofty 
reputation. This is what seems right to me in such a case. [22] 
Anyone who does not behave in a friendly manner even after 
he has received help from a kind person should be left quietly 
alone, without anger or recrimination.” 

The wood sprite was very pleased by the woodpecker's 
wise words and praised him repeatedly, saying "Excellent! 
excellent!” and then added these kind words: (23) "Without the 
trouble of having clothes of bark and matted hair, you are a 


sage—you are an ascetic who knows the future? It is not 
merely one's appearance that makes one a saint. In this case 
the true saint is he who shows goodness.” With this observa- 
tion she commended him and forthwith vanished. 

So, then—even when provoked, a good person cannot 
turn to evil, it being alien to him. 
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Notes 


Abbreviations 

BHSD Franklin Edgerton, Buddhist Hybrid Sanskrit Dictionary 

JA Journal Asiatique 

JAOS Journal of the American Oriental Society 

JEES Journal of the Pali Text Society 

JRAS Journal of the Royal Asiatic Society of Great Britain and 
Ireland 

MPh Modern Philology 

WZKS(O) Wiener Zeitschrift fiir die Kunde Siid (-und Ost) asiens 

ZDMG Zeitschrift der deutschen morgenlandischen Gesellschaft 


Preface and Introduction 


1. The “epilogues” have, however, been omitted. The natural end- 
ing of each story is the clinching repetition of the moral stated at the 
outset. The epilogues point the moral and suggest appropriate occa- 
sions for the story to be recited. They are probably by a later hand (cf. 
Liiders [1926], 53). 

2. Beside áryasüra in the colophons of the Jatakamdld MSS, there 
are bhadantdcdryasira (Jatakamalatika, fol. 1 v 1); ácáryasüra (ibid., 
fol. 2 r 11) = *dcdryasura (Haribhatta, Jatakamalà, intro. 2 r slob 
dpon dpa’ bos; see Hahn [1981], 107, n. 7); and bhadantasüra (Valla- 
bhadeva, Subhdsitdvali no. 272). The honorifics arya ‘noble’ (Tibetan 
phags pa) and dcdrya ‘teacher’ (Tibetan slob dpon) were interchange- 
able. 

3. See C. E. Godakumbura, Sinhalese Literature (Colombo, 1955), 
rf 

4. Anton Schiefner (tr.), Táranátha's Geschichte des Buddhismus 
in Indien (St. Petersburg, 1869), chap. 18, p. 92. On the worth of Tara- 
natha as a source, see J. Naudou, Les bouddhistes kasmiriens au 
moyen âge (Paris, 1968), 19-22. 
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5. See Meadows (1986), 18/19; and Jatakamadlatikd, fol. 55 v 5 ff. 

6. See Lüders (1926), 37/8; and cf. the division of the Pali Cariya- 
pitaka (a late work derived from jataka material) into 10+ 10+ 10 +5. 

7. Despite the general resemblances adduced in favor of the iden- 
tity of the two authors by D. R. Shackleton Bailey, The Satapaficasatka 
of Mátrceta (Cambridge, 1951), 10-12. 

8. Festschrift Bohtlingk (Stuttgart, 1888), 50/1. 

9. = Philologica Indica (Gottingen, 1940), 73-77. 

10. See Bunyiu Nanjio, Catalogue of the Chinese Tripitaka (Ox- 
ford, 1883), 301, 372; Lin Li-kouang, LAide-Mémoire de la Vraie Loi 
(Saddharmasmrtyupasthanasutra) (Paris, 1949), 102, 105, 310, 313. 

11. J. Takakusu (ed.), A Record of the Buddhist Religion as Prac- 
tised in India and the Malay Archipelago A.D. 671—695) (Oxford, 
1896), 162/3. 

12. See Hahn (1981). 

13. See F. W. Thomas in Album Kern (Leiden, 1903), 405 f. 

14. See Lüders (1941). 

15. See Michael Hahn, Zentralasiatische Studien 16 (1983), 309— 
320, for different renderings of this title. 

16. See Michael Hahn, ZDMG, suppl. 5 (1983), 284. Taranatha (A. 
Schiefner [tr.], Táranátha's Geschichte des Buddhismus in Indien |St. 
Petersburg, 1869], 181) records that Śūra was praised by Dharmakirti 
as a master of meter. 

17. The Sanskrit Jatakamalatikd (fol. 1 v 7) expressly uses the word 
campü to describe the Jatakamald, referring to Dandin (late seventh 
century A.D.?) as authority. See his Kavyddarsa 1. 31. 

18. See Schlingloff (1971), 60, nn. 9 and 10; and (1987), 96 f. 

19. See Lüders (1926), 47. Some of the Kalpandmanditikd frag- 
ments were from the same manuscript, found at Toyoq, which con- 
tained the Jdtakamdld fragments. 

20. See Hahn (1977). For a sketch of the development of Buddhist 
narrative literature, see Hahn (1985), introd. 10-16. 

21. Commentary to Dandin's Kavyddarsa 1.50, quoting Jm. 8.41. 

22. Chap. 10.22 = Stchoupak/Renou (tr.), (Paris, 1946), 161. 

23. As pointed out by Meadows (1986), 11, in her acute analysis of 
the dominant themes of the Jatakamala. 

24. See bibliography entries for Hultzsch, Krom, Lüders, Olden- 
burg, Schlingloff, and van Erp. 


Prologue 


1. The allusion is to earlier versions of these stories; see Introduc- 
tion, p. xiv. 


1 - The Tigress 


There is no parallel in Pali, but cf. Suvarnabhdsottamasitra 18 (ed. 
Nobel, 206.10 ff.); Divyavaddna 32 (ed. Cowell and Neil, 477 ff.); Kse- 
mendra, Avaddnakalpalata 51.32 ff. (Avaddnakaipalata 51.45/6 = 
Divydvadana 479.1—8), 95.15-18; I. J. Schmidt, dzans-blun oder Der 
Weise und der Thor (St. Petersburg, 1843), 1:19 ff., 2:22 ff.; T. Watters, 
On Yuan Chwang’s Travels in India (Royal Asiatic Society Oriental 
Translation Fund, vol. 14, 1904), 1:253/4; L. Feer, Le Bodhisattva et la 
famille des tigres, JA (1899), 272 ff.; Chavannes, no. 4; Schlingloff 
(1987), 145. 

1. The three jewels: the Buddha, his teaching (dharma), and the 
community of monks (samgha), referred to at the end of the Prologue. 

2. Supreme vow: to become a Buddha. There is a reference here to 
the first three of the ways a Bodhisattva attracts people to himself and 
to virtue (samgrahavastu). 

3. Eighteen branches of knowledge: four Vedas, six Vedangas, 
Puranas, Mimamsa, Nyaya, Dharma, and four Upavedas. 

4. Sakra: ‘the powerful’, originally an epithet (and synonym) of 
Indra, lord of the gods. In Buddhist texts the name Sakra replaces In- 
dra. Here the god is referred to by another epithet, sahasraksa ‘thou- 
sand-eyed’ as at 5.11 sahasranetra. 

5. The Law: Dharma—‘the way things are’ and so ‘what is right’, 
‘religion’, ‘duty’, and, in the specialized Buddhist sense, ‘the Buddha’s 
teaching’, ‘the Law’ 

6. The cardinal virtues: love (maitri), compassion (karund), sym- 
pathetic joy (muditd), and disinterestedness (upeksa). Cf. tale 7.39. 

7. Mara: god of love and sensual pleasure (and death), the Bodhis- 
attva’s main adversary, corresponding in some ways to Kama in the 
Hindu tradition. 

8. The Better Way: or 'the best vehicle' ( yanavara), i.e., the Maha- 
yana, as opposed to the Hinayana and Pratyekabuddhayana— the three 
'vehicles' to salvation. See Introduction, p. xviii. 

9. The whole hierarchy of beings: gods, heavenly spirits (gan- 
dharva), earthly spirits (yaksa), and snake spirits of the underworld 
(naga). 


2 + Sibi 
Cf. Pali jataka no. 499 (ed. Fausbøll, 4:401—412). 

1. The Sibis: a people living near the confluence of the Jhelum and 
Chenab in the Panjab. As often, the king is called by the name of his 
country. 

2. The three pursuits of life: in the ideology of ancient India, the 
three pursuits of life (trivarga, purusdrtha) were formulated as moral 
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goodness (dharma), social and material advancement (artha), and sen- 
sual pleasure (kama). See also tales 4.6, 9.18, 10.5, 13.37, 20.11, 70, 
23.4 t ,71, 28.41, and 31.38,40+. 

3. The underlying idea, common throughout the ancient world, is 
that the king is bound to the land he rules as husband to wife. See tale 
BI. 

4. Sumeru, Meru: a mythical mountain, at the center of the Uni- 
verse (axis mundi). See also tales 8.11, 41, 61, and 9.91 +. 

5. Details in Pali version (ed. Fausbøll, 4.407). 

6. The allusion is to satyddhisthdna ‘taking a stand on truth’ in 
verses 36/7 ( 7 verse 22 in the Pali version). Known as saccakiriyd ‘the 
practice of truth' in Pali, it is based on the belief that truth has power to 
affect things in the material world as well as in the spiritual. The state- 
ment of truth is something between an oath and a magical charm. See 
also tales 14.30/31, 15.8, and 16.7, and, further tale 9, n. 5, on libation. 
Further details may be found in Burlingame, JRAS (1917): 429 f.; Nor- 
man Brown, Review of Religion 5 (1940), 36—45; Lüders, ZDMG 98 
(1944), 1-14, and Varuna (Göttingen, 1959) 2:487—496; Dillon, MPh 
44:137, for Celtic parallels; Tawney/Penzer, 3:179; Weiler in Indologi- 
cal Studies in Honour of W. Norman Brown (1962), 238 f.; Wayman 
in Emeneau Sastipürti Volume (Poona, 1968), 365—369. 


3 * The Dumpling 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 415 (ed. Fausbøll, 3:406—414); Divydvadana 7 
(ed. Cowell and Neil, p. 88); Somadeva, Kathasaritsagara 27.79—105 
(Tawney/Penzer, 3:7—8). 

1. Kosala: the modern district of Oudh in Uttar Pradesh. 

2. The moon is particularly bright in autumn when the skies are 
clear. Cf. tales 7.2, 8.11, 12.21, and 31.95 and see tale 22.17+ for a 
description of autumn. Also see tale 13, no. 2, on the Kaumudi festival. 

3. See tale 2, no. 3. 

4. Dust ... a good gift: cf. Divyavadána 26 Pamsupradana (ed. 
Cowell and Neil, p. 366); Saddharmapundarikasitra 2.81. 


4 * The Merchant 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 40 (ed. Fausbdll, 1:231—234). 

1. Pratyekabuddha: one who has attained enlightenment but lives 
by himself and does not teach others. 

2. While begging alms, the monk should lower his gaze and pay no 
attention to the people around him. Cf. Asvaghosa, Buddhacarita 
10:13; 

3. Maháraurava: a hot hell. See L. Feer, JA (1892), 8* série, 20: 








185 ff.; É. Lamotte, Le Traité de la Grande Vertu de Sagesse de Nāgār- 
juna, (Louvain, 1949), 2:959—960. 

4. See tale 2, n. 2. 

5. Cf. the pit of fire transformed into a lotus pond in 'A$vaghosa, 
Sūtrālamkāra (tr. E. Huber [Paris, 1908], 376). 


5 * Avisahya the Merchant 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 340 (ed. Fausbdll, 3:128—-132). 

1. Kubera: god of wealth and lord of the earth spirits ( yaksa). 

2. Kings, thieves, fire, water, and unfriendly kinsmen are the five 
enemies (ari) of wealth. See also tales 3.21, 21.1+, and 31.32; Aśva- 
ghosa, Saundarananda 1.40, 'Sütrálamkára' (tr. É. Huber [Paris, 
1908]), 60. 


6 : The Hare 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 316 (ed. Fausbøll, 3:51-56); Chavannes, nos. 21, 
139; and see Schlingloff (1987), chap. 12. 

1. Fast day (posadha, also uposadha): the days preceding the four 
quarters of the moon on which laymen were expected to follow eight 
rules of abstinence (siksapada). On the half-month days, monks gath- 
ered to hear the Teaching. Cf. tale 3.3 +. 

2. Because it subordinates moral and spiritual to material interests, 
worldly wisdom (niti), as taught in Kautilya’s Arthasdstra, is consist- 
ently condemned, or at least is shown to be superficial, in the Jataka- 
mālā. Cf. tales 8.14, 9.10, 19.27, 20.13, 22.94, 23.204 (also 23.50+, 
51), 27.17 +, and 31.524 , 54. See E. H. Johnston, JRAS (1929): 81- 
84; Carol Meadows, Arya-Siira’s Compendium of the Perfections (In- 
dica et Tibetica 8 [Bonn, 1986] ), 9 ff. 

3. This verse, based on the fourth verse of the Pali Sasajataka (or 
on a common source), is also to be found in Avadanasataka 37 (ed. 
Speyer, 210.1/2), from which Sura may have borrowed it (pace Alsdorf, 
WZKSO 5 [19611, 3/4). 

4. For the association of the hare with the moon (and with fire), in 
India and elsewhere, see John Layard, The Lady of the Hare (London, 
1944); George Ewart Evans and David Thomson, The Leaping Hare 
(London, 1972), esp. chaps. 10, 11. 


7 * Agastya 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 480 (ed. Fausbøll, 4:236—242). 
l. See tale 4, n. 1. 
2. See tale 1, n. 6. 
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8 - Maitribala 


There is no parallel in Pali, but cf. R. Gnoli (ed.), The Gilgit Manu- 
script of the Sanghabhedavastu (Rome, 1978), 2:20/1, and see Schling- 
loff (1972), 61, n. 16 and (1987), chap. 14 and pp. 148/9. 

1. See tale 5, n. 1. 

2. See tale 2, n. 4. 

3. $ri or Laksmi, goddess of Fortune, is conventionally pictured as 
seated on a lotus and holding lotuses in her hands (hence her epithet 
Padma). 

4. See tale 5, n. 1. 

5. See tale 1, n. 4. 

6. These are the five moral commandments ( paricasila) incumbent 
upon a layman. 


9 - Visvamtara 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 547 (ed. Fausbøll, 6:479—596); Chavannes, no. 
500; and see Cone/Gombrich, The Perfect Generosity of Prince Ves- 
santara (Oxford, 1977), xxxv ff.; Schlingloff (1987), 146/7, 154, n. 29. 

1. See tale 2, n. 1. 

2. A prince's education comprised four branches of knowledge 
(vidyd-catustaya): philosophy (anviksikt), the three Vedas (tray), eco- 
nomics (várttd), and politics (dandaniti), according to Arthasdstra 1.2 
(ed. Shama Sastri [Mysore, 1919], 6). 

3. The streams of ichor trickling down the elephant’s face are tac- 
itly compared with the streams of colored minerals that trickle down 
the slopes of the Himalaya. 

4. Kailása: the holy mountain in the Himalaya, north of Lake 
Manasa (see tale 22, n. 1)—the abode of Siva and Kubera—huge and 
snow white like the luck-bringing elephant (bhadramrga). Cf. verse 
5+, where the elephant is compared to a peak in the Himalaya. 

5. Libation to ratify a gift. To take one's oath on water, either by 
pouring it or by having a pot full of water (pürnapatra) beside one, 
seems to have been a common Indo-European inheritance. The pouring 
of water to ratify any solemn transference of property is common in the 
Indian tradition (see Lüders, Varuna (Góttingen, 1959), 2:32/3; La- 
motte, Le Traité de la Grande Vertu de Sagesse de Nágàárjuna, |Lou- 
vain, 1949], 2:679, 685; Cowell [ed], Jatakas, Index Volume [Cam- 
bridge, 1913], 17 s.v. Gift). For Greece, see Hesiod, Theogony, 784 ff., 
and for Iran, see Avestan Yast 5 (Aradvi Sūra), 76-78. The underlying 
belief is close to that of satyddhisthdna/saccakiriyd (see tale 2, n. 6): 
see Lüders, Varuna (Góttingen, 1959), 2:15-17, who suggests (ibid., 
36) that the connexion with water may have been—in India, as in 
Greece—originally that one swore by the Styx, the waters of death, 


which would bring about one's ruin if one swore false. Note also how 
Varuna, god of waters, is also god of the oath. Cf tale 9.93. 

6. See tale 2, n. 2. 

7. Visvakarman: the architect in the heavenly counterpart to 
earthly society. 

8. See tale 9, n. 5. 

9. See tale 1, n. 7. 


10 + The Sacrifice 


Cf. the similar but not identical Pali jataka no. 50 (ed. Fausbgll, 
1:259-261). 

1. Drought (anavrsti) was commonly considered as being due to 
some fault in the king of the country afflicted. See, e.g., Ramdyana 
1.8.12. As mentioned in tale 2, n. 3, the king was thought to be wedded 
to the Earth—to the territory he ruled. Prosperity and fertility of man, 
beast, and soil depended on the just rule of the king. See J. Gonda, 
Ancient Indian Kingship from the Religious Point of View (Leiden, 
1966), 10; Myles Dillon, Celts and Aryans (Simla, 1975), 102, 130/1, 
for wider connexions. Cf. also tale 23, n. 8. 

2. See tale 2, no. 2. 

3. As he would if he were about to undertake a ritual sacrifice. 

4. Mürdhna$ chattranibhasya kesaracandsobhad perhaps echoing 
kesasriyam  chattranibhasya mirdhnah (A$vaghosa, Saundarananda 
5.51). Cf. the stock epithet of the newborn child: chattradkdrasiras 
(Divydvadana [ed. Cowell and Neil], 2.26, 58.3, 99.18, 330.19, 441.8, 
523.18) and chattrdkdrasirsa (ibid., 26.3). Also cf. chattraharasiras 
(Avadanasataka 1:121.1, 135.6, 197.10, 219.4, 2:27.11), chattráhrti- 
Sirsa (Mahd-bhdrata 12 [Santiparvan], 322.10), and, in expanded 
form, sampurndmalacandramandalasamachattrorubhdsvacchirah (Div- 
yávadána 588.22). The comparison of the head with a parasol is to 
emphasize its perfect roundness at birth. Cf. paripürnottamanga ‘with 
fully developed head’ (Lalitavistara [ed. Lefmann, 1.107.11]), one of 
the eighty anuvyafijana or secondary characteristics of a mahdpurusa. 
An intriguing parallel (or borrowing?) is to be found in the Pahlavi 
Dénkard (ed. Madan, 603.19, 604.13), where the infant Zarduxst (Zo- 
roaster) is described as ‘round-headed’ ( gird-vaydan). See also the sug- 
gestive article by E. W. Burlingame, The Buddhist-Zoroastrian Legend 
of the Seven Marvels, in Festschrift Bloomfield (1920), 105 ff., show- 
ing the correspondence between the birth legends of Zoroaster and the 
Buddha. Note also ‘Arya-Sira’, Páramitásamása 4.21, chattrabham uş- 
nisalalamasirsam ‘a parasol-like head marked with the usnisa’, where 
usnisa ‘turban’ is brought into conjunction with chattra ‘parasol’, both 
auspicious symbols of kingship. The epithet usnisa-sirsa (Pali unhisa- 
sisa), one of the thirty-two laksana or primary characteristics of the 
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mahapurusa, lit. ‘with turbanned head’ (i.e., which looks turbanned 
because large and well rounded) caused problems of iconography. At 
first the Buddha was depicted with a twisted knot of hair (kaparda) on 
top of his head, but this was later reinterpreted as a peculiar protuber- 
ance on his skull—an apology for a turban. 

5. i.e., by being shaved off. Rules for ritual observance (diksda) are 
given in Satapathabráhmana 3.1.1 ff. The diksita must fast and shave 
off his beard (Satapathabráhmana 3.1.2). See J. Gonda, Change and 
Continuity in Indian Religion (The Hague, 1965), 315 ff. 


11 * Sakra 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 31 (ed. Fausbgll, 1:198—206) and see Schlingloff 
(1973) and (1987), ch. 10. 

1. The battle between gods and titans, the central theme of Hindu 
mythology, is here used as the background to a Buddhist parable. See 
also tale 25, n. 1. 

2. Garuda (also called suparna): mythical birds, part eagle and part 
human, the arch-enemies of the snake spirits (naga). For the wide- 
spread antithesis of eagle and snake in world mythology, see R. Witt- 
kower, Journal of the Warburg Institute 2 (1939), 293—325. The garuda 
is associated with the $almali tree (as the eagle with the world tree 
Yggdrasil in Norse tradition?). Cf. tale 32, n. 6 


12 - The Brahmin 
Cf. Pali jataka no. 305 (ed. Fausbøll, 3:18—20). 


13 * Unmadayanti 

Cf. Pali jataka no. 527 (ed. Fausbøll, 5:209-227) and Somadeva, 
Kathdsaritsdgara 15.63 f., 33.62 f., and 91.3 f. (= Tawney/Penzer, The 
Ocean of Story, vol. 2 [1924], 6—8, vol. 3 [1927], 241-244). 

1. Treatises on physiognomy (sdmudrika) correlated the minutest 
details of the external anatomy, male and female, with character traits 
and personal destiny. There were also manuals that dealt specifically 
with marks that were (in)auspicious and with times that were 
(un)favorable for marriage (vivdha). 

2. Kaumudi festival: the great autumnal moonlight festival, cele- 
brated at full moon in the month of Karttika (October-November). 
Kaumudi “moonlight” is the personified wife of the moon. 

3. And I am not immortal: i.e., still subject to the round of birth 
and death, influenced by one’s good and bad deeds (karma). 

4. See tale 2, n. 2. 

5. Brhaspati: the priest in the heavenly counterpart to earthly so- 
ciety, who is also thought of as the god of wisdom. 


14 + Supdraga Notes 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 463 (ed. Fausbøll, 4:136—143). to Pages 

1. Reading with best manuscripts: dharandpasaranakusalatvad. Cf. 96-105 
Pali Suttanipdta commentary (Paramatthajotikd) 2.330.24 tassá nā- 
vaya dharandpasdranddi-updyajdnanena maggapatipddanena updya- 
nnü. 

2. Supáraga: Sanskritization, influenced by fanciful etymology 
(tasya paramasiddhayátratvat), of Pali Suppáraka = Sanskrit Sürpá- 
raka. See Edgerton, BHSD, 600a; É. Lamotte, Le Traité de la Grande 
Vertu de Sagesse de Nagarjuna (Louvain, 1944) 1:343, n. 1. 

3. Bharukaccha: the modern Broach on the Gulf of Cambay, be- 
tween Bombay and Ahmedabad. 

4. Suvarnabhümi: the Golden Khersonese, Malay Peninsula. For 
details, see Paul Wheatley, The Golden Khersonese (Kuala Lumpur, 
1961). 

5. Fish: possibly sharks—or dolphins. Semantically one may com- 
pare, beside ksura ‘razor’, Old Indian vasi ‘razor’ and Avestan vdsi, Pah- 
lavi wás ‘sea monster’. 

6. The gloss to pattanadvitayad (Kern, 90, |. 19) in the Sanskrit 
tika (fol. 63 v 4/5) is suvarnabhümipattanadvayam lankdsobhah kata- 
hadvipam ca. Lankas$obha = Langkasuka, Katahadvipa (more cor- 
rectly Kataha-) = Kédah, the two main ports of Suvarnabhumi. But the 
two ports in question are perhaps the port of departure, Bharukaccha/ 
Suparaga, and the port of destination in Suvarnabhümi. 

7. Kguramáli, lit. ‘whose crests are (like) razors’. 

8. Dadhimáli, lit. ‘whose crests are (like) curds’ 

9. Agnimáli, lit. ‘whose crests are (like) fire’. 

10. Kusamáli, lit. ‘whose crests are (like) kuSa grass’. 

11. Nalamáli, lit. ‘whose crests are (like) reeds’ 

12. The Mare's Mouth (vadabá-mukha): an abyss in the ocean, lead- 
ing to the lower regions, from which issues the submarine fire. For the 
association of the mare with the idea of a submarine fire, see W. D. 
O'Flaherty, JRAS (1971): 15 ff., and Women, Androgynes and Other 
Mythical Beasts (Chicago, 1980), chap. 7. 

13. The twelve Adityas, eleven Rudras, and eight Vasus, together 
with Heaven and Earth, make up the stock number of thirty-three gods. 
The Maruts (storm gods) form another group. 

14. Devi: the Great Goddess. 

15. See tale 2, n. 6. 


15 - The Lord of the Fish 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 75 (ed. Fausbøll, 1:329—332). 
1. See tale 1, n. 2. 
2. See tale 2, n. 6. 
3. Parjanya: the rain god. 263 
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16 + The Young Quail 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 35 (ed. Fausbøll, 1:212-215), Mahābhārata 
1.220+, = Sàárngakopákhyána; Chavannes, no. 371; and see Schling- 
loff (1987), 143/4. 

1. Verses 2 and 3, “quoted from the canon of the Sthaviras” accord- 
ing to the scribal annotation, correspond, though not exactly, with 
Dhammapada verses 244 and 245. According to Sylvain Lévi (JA 
[1912], 10* série, 20:288 ff.), the two verses quoted by Sura come from 
a non-extant recension or are a rehandling of the verses as we know 
them. The introductory and concluding lines ( = Kern, 98, lines 19 and 
24 [not translated here]) are presumably annotations by a scribe who 
recognized their provenance. According to Lüders (1926), 49, n. 1, the 
two verses are a quotation which possibly was first interpolated at a 
later date. 

2. See tale 2, n. 6. 


17 + The Jar Full of Spirits 
Cf. Pali jataka no. 512 (ed. Fausbøll, 5:11-20); and see Schlingloff 
(1987), 148. 

1. See tale 5, n. 1. 

2. Vrsni and Andhaka: a mythological allusion (less frequently 
indulged in by Sara than by A$vaghosa). Vrsni and Andhaka were two 
brothers belonging to the Yadava branch of the Candravamáa. See A$- 
vaghosa, Buddhacarita 11.31; Lüders, Philologica Indica (Góttingen, 
1940), 84, n. 3. 


18 - The Man without an Heir 


There is no parallel in the Pali jataka collection. 

1. The family friend’s concern is explicable in terms of the tradi- 
tional theory of the four stages (dsrama) of a brahmin’s life: student 
(brahmacárin), householder (grhastha), hermit (vdnaprastha), and fi- 
nally homeless wanderer (sannydsin). This ideal itself represents an 
attempt to reconcile the conflicting claims of the world and the spirit. 
The importance of having a son was that only male descendants could 
make the necessary ritual offerings (srdddha) to the dead. 


19 - The Lotus Stalks 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 488 (ed. Fausbøll, 4:304—314). See Rosa Klein- 
Terrada, Der Diebstahl der Lotusfasern (Freiburger Beitráge zur Indo- 
logie, Bd. 15, 1980) for parallels, though scarcely an advance on the 
earlier articles by J. Charpentier (ZDMG 64 [1910], 73) and K. Geldner 
(ZDMG 65 [ 1911], 306/7). See also Schlingloff (1987), 147/8. 


1. Subsidiary Vedas (upaveda): medicine (dyurveda), skill in arms 
(dhanurveda), music (gàándharvaveda), and applied arts (silpasdstra) 
are appended to the four Vedas, Rg-, Yajur-, Sama-, and Atharva-, re- 
spectively. Cf. tale 1, n. 5. 

2. [t will be noticed, here and elsewhere (e.g., tales 13.6, 25.1, and 
30.4), that a verse sometimes repeats what has been said already in the 
prose—-a characteristic of the Pali version also—as though to summa- 
rize or clinch the point of the prose. 

3. Kacangald: a town near Benares. According to the Pali commen- 
tary, it was hard to find building materials there. 

4. i.e., the monkey should belong to a snake charmer. 

5. Here follows an interpolation in which the characters of the 
story are identified with disciples and followers of the Buddha in a 
previous existence. The same verses and names (with slight variants) 
occur at the end of the Pali version of this story, but the identification 
(samodhánam) of persons in the past (atitavatthu) with those in the 
present (paccuppannavatthu) is usual at the end of Pali jatakas. 


20 * The Royal Treasurer 
Cf. Pali jataka no. 171 (ed. Fausbøll, 2:63—65). 


21 + Bodhi 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 443 (ed. Fausbgll, 4:22—27). 

1. See tale 5, n. 2. 

2. In Sanskrit poetry the sheldrake and shelduck (cakravaka, 
-váki) are the type of faithful attachment between husband and wife. 
Faithfulness in danger, as illustrated in the next jataka, appears to be a 
general characteristic of geese and ducks (see Schlingloff, ZDMG 127 
[1977], 369 f.). 

3. See tale 1, n. 5. 


22 * The King of the Geese 


Cf. Pali jatakas nos. 502, 533, and esp. 534 (ed. Fausbøll, 4:423- 
430, 5:337-354, 354—382); Somadeva, Kathasaritságara 3.26—35 (in 
brief), 114.17 f. (at greater length). Also see Schlingloff, ZDMG 127 
(1977), 371, n. 6, and (1987), chap. 13. 

l. Lake Mdnasa: Sven Hedin, Trans-Himalaya (1909), 2:111, de- 
scribed this holy lake (the modern Manasarowar in Southwest Tibet) as 
follows: *The oval lake, somewhat narrower in the south than in the 
north, and with a diameter of about 15% miles, lies like an enormous 
turquoise embedded between two of the finest and most famous moun- 
tain giants of the world, the Kailas in the north and Gurla Mandatta in 
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the south, and between huge ranges, above which the two mountains 
uplift their crowns of bright white eternal snow." 

2. ‘Eager to fly north’: this is a literary convention (kavisamaya) 
noted by Visvanatha, Sahityadarpana 7.23. The geese actually migrate 
earlier. 

3. Ráhu: the demon who is said to try to swallow sun and moon 
and thereby cause eclipses (see Tawney/Penzer, 2:81 ff.). 

4. The form in which the Bodhisattva preaches the rajadharma in 
verses 66—70 recalls, in miniature, such stock passages in the epic as 
Ramayana 2.94, the so-called kaccit chapter. 

5. See tale 1, n. 4. 


23 - Bodhi the Wandering Ascetic 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 528 (ed. Fausbøll, 5:227-246). 

1. See tale 2, n. 2. 

2. Triple staff (tridanda): a staff made of three sticks, which could 
also be used as a tripod for cooking. 

3. The four stages of trance and the five kinds of transcendent 
knowledge: see Kern, Manual of Indian Buddhism, 56, 60; Edgerton, 
BHSD 50b s.v. abhijfid, 287a s.v. dhydna. 

4. For the false doctrines, see E. H. Johnston, JRAS (1931): 567; 
A$vaghosa, Buddhacarita 9.58, 62. 

5. ‘Causes for denying causality’: the ‘point’ rests on the Sanskrit 
word hetu, which means ‘cause’ and ‘reason’. 

6. Slistair in the Sanskrit is quite possibly itself a slesa (double 
entendre) meaning both "close" and “ambiguous, equivocal”, i.e., 
"founded on ambiguities". The Bodhisattva's argument does rather de- 
pend on ambiguities in the Sanskrit, which cannot be exactly repro- 
duced in English. 

7. See tale 6, n. 2. 

8. Expression of the widespread belief that a king's moral behavior 
is intimately linked with the prosperity of the land—and here (as in 
tale 11.29), more especially, with the healing properties of plants. Cf. 
Buddhacarita, 2.8, and see tale 10, n. 1. 


24 + The Great Ape 
Cf. Pali jataka no. 516 (ed. Fausbøll, 5:67—74); Chavannes, no. 47. 


25 + The Ibex 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 483 (ed. Fausbøll, 4:267—275). 
1. The war between gods and titans was fought beside the ocean. 
See tale 11, n. 1. 


2. ‘Like a carved leogryph' (torana-vydlakavad): an architectural 
simile—the rearing ibex is compared to a ‘lion bracket’ See J. -Ph. Vo- 
gel, The Vyàlaka in Indian Art, in Orientalia Neerlandica (Leiden, 
1948), 298 f. 


26 > The Antelope 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 482 (ed. Fausbøll, 4:255—263); Chavannes, no. 
58. See also Schlingloff (1987), 253. 
1. It was customary for kings to be awoken by the sound of music. 
Cf. tale 31.89 (possibly), and Rámáyana 2.65; Magha, Sisupdlavadha 
11.1, 10. 
2. The Deer's Head (mrgasiras) corresponds to Orion's Head. 
3. ‘Three Ways’: by thoughts, by words, and by deeds. 


27 + The King of the Monkeys 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 407 (ed. Fausbéll, 3:369—375); Chavannes, no. 
56. See also Schlingloff (1987), 250/1. 
1. Wordplay on rasa = (1) ‘taste, flavor,—and hence (2) ‘aesthetic 
emotion. 


28 - Ksdntivddin 
Cf. Pali jataka no. 313 (ed. Fausbøll, 3:39—43): The Gilgit Manu- 

script of the Sanghabhedavastu (ed. R. Gnoli [Rome, 1978]), 2:4 ff.; 
Somadeva, Kathdsaritsdgara, 28.29 f. See A. Attenhofer, Parallelen zum 
Ksantivadijataka (Festschrift Kuhn, München, 1916), 353-356; 
Schlingloff (1987), 219—221. 

1. Known from other sources as Kali, Kalabha (Pali Kalabu). 

2. A stock image in Sanskrit poetry is that of the peacocks' excite- 
ment at the approach of the monsoon. 

3. The underlying idea is that spiritual energy (tejas) acquired by 
practicing physical austerities can affect things on the physical plane 
(as can the power inherent in truth, on which see tale 2, n. 6). 


29 * The Inhabitant of Highest Heaven 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 544 (ed. Fausbøll, 6:219—255). 

1. Kamadhdatu: the sphere of the senses, the lowest of the spheres 
into which the Buddhist universe is divided (see É. Lamotte, Histoire 
du Bouddhisme Indien [Louvain, 1958], 34/5). 

2. Videha: a kingdom north of the Ganges and east of the Gandak 
(the modern Tirhut division), with Mithila as its capital. 

3. Yama: lord of the underworld. 
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4. Samgháta: a hot hell where people are crushed by two colliding 
mountains. See L. Feer, JA (1892), 8° série, 20:192/3, comparing the 
Symplegades of Greek myth; É. Lamotte, Le Traité de la Grande Vertu 
de Sagesse de Nagarjuna (Louvain, 1949), 2.958 (and, on the hells 
generally, 955 ff.). 

5. Vaitarani: (the river) without a ford'—the river of the under- 
world. See Feer, art. cit., 205/6, comparing the Styx of Greek myth; 
Lamotte, op. cit. 2:962. 

6. The two hellhounds (dark and light, hence sabala ‘brindled’) 
belong already to the Indo-European conception of hell. See Maurice 
Bloomfield, Cerberus, the dog of Hades (London, 1905); B. Schlerath, 
Der Hund bei den Indogermanen, Paideuma 6 (1954), 25—40. 


30 + The Elephant 


There is no parallel in the Pali jataka collection. Cf: Ksemendra, 
Avadanakalpalata 96.9-15. See also Schlingloff (1987), 149/50. 

1. A solemn vow (pranidhi, pranidhdna) in which the speaker de- 
clares his (usually religious) wish and claims its fulfillment on the 
grounds of his own worthy acts or motives. Cf. tales 1.30—32 and 8.53- 
35: 

2. Garuda: a mythical being, half-bird half-man, prototype of the 
garudas (see tale 11, n. 2). 

3. See tale 1, n. 7. 

4. The Guardians of the World (lokapdla), stationed at the four 
points of the compass, are mounted on elephants (dinnaga). 

5. The white elephant, as already noted in the story of Visvamtara, 
was considered especially lucky. 


31 + Sutasoma 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 537 (ed. Fausbøll, 5:456—511); Bhadrakalpava- 
dana, 34 (S. Oldenburg, JRAS [1893]: 333/4, and Buddhist Legends 
[St. Petersburg, 1894], 83-85); Chavannes, no. 41. See also Schlingloff 
(1975) and (1987), chap. 9; K. Watanabe, The Story of Kalmasapada 
and its Evolution in Indian Literaturue, JPTS 6 (1909), 236—310; J. 
Ensink, Mitrasaha, Sudasa’s Son, with the Spotted Feet, in Pratidanam, 
(Festschrift Kuiper, 1968), 573—584, and The Man-Eater Converted, in 
RTAM, Journal of the Akhila Bharatiya Sanskrit Parishad 2-6 (1970— 
75): pt. 2, 33 ff. 

1. Sutasoma: ‘one who has extracted the soma juice’, but also suta 
‘son’ and soma ‘moon. 

2. Subsidiary Vedas (upaveda), see tale 19, n. 1; ancillary sciences 
(vedanga): (1) phonetics (siksa), (2) meter (chandas), (3) grammar 


(vydkarana), (4) exegesis (nirukta), (5) astronomy (jyotisa), and (6) 
ritual (kalpa). Cf. tale 1, no. 3. 

Se See tale Sin i 

4. See tale 2, n. 2. 

5. ‘Rocking his head and twirling his fingers: a typically Indian 
gesture of approval, with a pedigree of two millenia. Cf. tales 30.25, 
31535*and 33,19: 55 

6. Adapted from—or a variant of —Dhammapada 151. 

7. If Kalmasapada breaks his promise to grant the four wishes, he 
will suffer for it, and Sutasoma will be the cause. 

8. In Sanskrit poetry, laughter suggests dazzling whiteness (cf. ‘a 
dazzling smile’), as noted by Visvanatha, Sahityadarpana 7.23. By ex- 
tension the root has- laugh' is found in words expressing dazzling 
brightness, e.g., tale 32.6. 


32 - Ayogrha 
Cf. Pali jataka no. 510 (ed. Fausbøll, 4:491—499). 

1. Bhagiratha, by his prayers, induced the heavenly river Ganges to 
flow down to earth, so as to purify the ashes of the sixty thousand sons 
of King Sagara. Ganges, annoyed at being diverted from the sky, threat- 
ened to inundate the whole world, but Siva broke the river's fall by 
letting it stream on to his head and thus averted catastrophe. 

2. For the use of iron to scare away evil spirits, in India and else- 
where, see Tawney/Penzer 2:166 ff. 

3. See tale 13, n. 2. 

4. Cf. A$vaghosa, Buddhacarita 3.8 

5. The four means of getting the better of an enemy are conciliation 
(sáman), bribery (dana), sowing dissension (bheda), and armed force 
(danda), according to Arthasastra, 2.10 (ed. Shama Sastri [Mysore, 
1919], 74). 

6. Suparnas (or garudas, see tale 11, n. 2): mythical birds, human- 
headed eagles, arch-enemies of the snake spirits (ndga) who live be- 
neath the ocean. 

7. Dhanvantari: the physician of the gods, supposed author of the 
Ayurveda and founder of Indian medicine. 

8. Asuras: demons, primordial antagonists of the gods (see tale 11, 
nel 

9. See tale 23, n. 3. 

10. See tale 1, n. 6. 


33 - The Buffalo 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 278 (ed. Fausbøll, 2:385—388); Chavannes, no. 
432. See also Schlingloff (1987), 144/5. 


Notes 
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Notes 
to Pages 
245—253 
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1. A rather belated (and feeble) explanation of how such a paragon 
as the Bodhisattva could be born as an animal. The adaptation of animal 
fables to serve as Buddhist parables precludes too close a scrutiny of the 
workings of karma. 

2. Yama, as lord of the underworld, held the rod of punishment 
(danda). The buffalo was his symbolic mount. 


34 + The Woodpecker 


Cf. Pali jataka no. 308 (ed. Fausbøll, 3:25-27); Chavannes, no. 51. 

1. The flower of the vidula reed cannot be used as an offering to 
the gods. Cf. Mahābhārata, 13.105.8 vidulasyeva tat puspam mogham 
janayituh smrtam. 

2. An allusion to the elephant's habit of first spraying itself with 
water, then rolling in the dust. 

3. An ascetic who knows the future: no special meaning in- 
tended—only the jingle of the Sanskrit words viditayatir yatih. 
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